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t’s already 1984 and Big Brother is with

I

us. He tells us he’s working for peace!
If we’d only let him build his peacemaker,
we’d all have sweet dreams and the Hus
kies wouldn’t bite.
Big Brother is so reassuring that it’s
hard to believe there is any other reality.
When he speaks, we all get so worked
up at those damn Huskies! He tells us
we need to head ’em off at the pass. Sur-
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committed a series of blunders charac
teristic of rank amateurs or highly placed
agents. The coup de grace is the deci
sion to stage the national nominating
convention, the one time each party re
ally gets the attention of the populace —
with television devoting its attention to
nothing else — in downtown San Fran
cisco. This guarantees them the worse
possible T.V. coverage at the most criti
cal time. First, by choosing the home
town of every imaginable fringe group,
the Demos assured themselves that
every wondering eye will link them in the
most unflattering way. And by being on
the West Coast, with a three hour time
lag and their typical tardiness, the chief
donkey will get to bray after much of the
country has gone to sleep.
Perhaps the Democrats’ only chance
is to be carried on the back of Jesse
Jackson’s registration campaign. If there
is a brain functioning at national head
quarters, they should make sure he has
enough funds to take the ball and run
with it. Only by activating the lower class
can the Demos hope to win.
But what if they did? As we’ve learned
from previous administrations, Big
Brother is alive and well in both parties,
defining the rules of the game being
played. It ultimately remains for us to
change the agenda and stop heeding his
siren call. With 1984 here, it’s clear that
acquiesence is suicidal. It’s time we
began defining our nation’s priorities
based on a hopeful conception of a fu
ture. As always, there are no easy answers. Bon voyage.

Ever Vigilant
round ’em at the OK Corral. And if that
doesn’t work, just follow the advice of
T.K. Jones, Undersecretary of Defense
for Strategic and Theater Nuclear
Forces: “Dig a hole, cover it with a couple
of doors and then throw three feet of dirt
on top. It’s the dirt that does i t . . . if there
are enough shovels to go around, every
body’s going to make it.” Feeling better
already. This Big Brother is quite a guy.
And what of the loyal opposition? The
Democrats too seem to realize it’s 1984,
for nary an intelligible whimper can be
heard. Imagine a defense budget that is
90% offense. Only 10% of the defense
budget is actually earmarked for defense
of the 50 states. Some 70% of the Penta
gon’s budget is for conventional forces
to fight in foreign lands and 20% is tar
geted to send nukes to the Soviet Union.
The $1.6 trillion projection for military
arms spending over the next five years
comes out to $20,000 per American
household. You could put quite a few
chickens in the pot with that kind of
dough, and it would be a natural to cam
paign on. But all that we hear is the
silence of complicity.
If there ever was an issue handed to

the Democrats it’s Lebanon, where for
over three centuries religious and politi
cal factions have been endlessly slug
ging it out with one another and where
there are presently over 47 armed
militias and regular armies. It defies logic
to give a single sane reason why we
should be in this mess. They don’t even
have any oil! Hours after our boys were
blown to bits, we passed up an Israeli
offer to treat injured marines in their ad
vanced medical facilities in Haifa, only 15
minutes from Beirut by helicopter, so we
wouldn't appear to the world to be allied
with Israel. Did we fool ’em? Once again
the Democrats allowed Big Brother to
take us into his confidence, to share the
pain and shed a tear.
Big Brother is an ideologue who be
lieves with his heart and soul in Pax
Americana. When it comes right down to
the nitty gritty, so does the loyal opposi
tion. Until they can articulate another vi
sion of the world, don’t expect any
changes at 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue.
Even from a strictly Machiavellian
viewpoint, the Democrats’ chances of
capturing the White House are some
where between null and void. They have
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oniphan Blair, who earlier
(summer 1982) offered

Clinton St. Quarterly readers a
remarkable interview with Bruno
Loewenberg, artist and
Holocaust survivor, recently sent
us this conversation with Tobias
Schneebaum, author, artist,
adventurer and latter-day
anthropologist.
Though not as specific and
compelling as his earlier Keep
the River on Your Right,
Schneebaum ’s second book,
Wild Man, excerpts from which
appear here, is an evocative
autobiographical account of a
lifelong religio-erotic quest which
has taken him from a repressed
and unhappy childhood to points
across the globe. Wild Man links
up in a meaningful way his
childhood fantasies and
melancholy, his prolonged
search for sexual fulfillment and,
finding that elusive, for truth from
the realm of religion and
philosophy. Much of his writing
describes his emergent
homosexuality, both the
pleasures and pitfalls along its
path.
His world wanderings have
consistently led him to dwell
among the “primitive” peoples of
the tropics. Most recently he's
been spending extensive periods
(since 1973) with the Asmat
people of Irian Jaya (New
Guinea). Both to legitimatize his
presence and because of his
deep-seated interest in such
cultures, Schneebaum formally
studied anthropology at 50 under
Douglas Newton of the Museum
of Primitive Art and Dr. Rhoda
Metraux. Margaret Mead's close
friend and associate at the
American Museum of Natural
History. His work in Asmat is
cataloguing a collection of Asmat
art assembled by the local
Catholic Mission, which is
essentially designed to help the
local people retain their own
culture. He s become quite
knowledgeable on the subject,
and his work has both allowed
and required him to travel
extensively among the Asmat to
gather information and learn
about their way of life.
But Schneebaum's greatest
interest is in the Asmat's sexual
practices, especially as they
concern the males of the group.
His deep involvement in that
element of the culture will pose
questions to some about his
scientific remove. But suffice it to
say that Tobias Schneebaum
has finally arrived, both sexually
and spiritually with the Asmats,
and we are fortunate to have his
insights and adventures to help
us better understand our own
“civilized" world.
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BY DONIPHAN BLAIR

^ A f h e n I was sixteen, I heard a story that inspired and impelled me into one o f m y most serious adventures. Even the rather

%'s1?® ® ' ■

VW
long name o f the protagonist stuck with me through the years — Tobias Schneebaum. Apparently he was a New York
artist who had gone down to Peru and m oved in with a “prim itive” tribe. Not only did he immerse him self in their spontaneous,
joyous existence, living naked in the jungle and sharing their homosexual intimacy, but he also witnessed a cannibalistic raid
and partook o f human flesh. Farfetched perhaps, but a close friend had heard the tale from Tobias’ own lips! So as I wandered
the globe, though I hardly came close to such circumstances, I would rem ind m yself in tricky situations that Schneebaum had
weathered much weirder. By coincidence, I ended up in Peru not far from where he had explored a quarter o f a century earlier.
It was there that the thin second-hand description could no longer placate m y awesome fantasies o f “jungle morality. ” N ot until
I returned and read Tobias’ beautiful little book, Keep the River on Your Right, were m y morbid doubts displaced by realistic
descriptions o f tribal life and death.
Through his amazing adaptability, aided by his proclivity to interact deeply with the men, he has been able to observe and
experience various aboriginal societies from the inside. In a tradition originating with Gaugin and Rimbaud, he has delved even
further back into the prim ordial lifestyles o f man and returned with equally eloquent observations o f perhaps what it was like for
all o f us before we were kicked out o f the "Garden o f Eden," cemented together the bicameral mind, became civilized and
neurotic.

An Excerpt
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WILD MAN By Tobias Schneebaum

■ have always lusted after the Wild Man of Borneo, and my
■ earliest memories reach back to him. The picture I see now
in my mind is of a caged creature in a sideshow, half man, half
ape, human or orangutan I don’t remember. I was six or seven
at the time. That first sight of him in the cage, his existence there,
the context of him, the very presence of him, startled and con
fused me and filled me with the wildness of his look. He took hold
of me, captured me, and turned my insides on end. I was in
Coney Island at the time with my two brothers and my mother,
she herding us along Surf Avenue into the dark shadows under
the boardwalk. I took off my clothes and put on my bathing suit
and ran down the beach to the water’s edge. The sun was hot,
but I was shivering. He’d stayed with me, that creature, rattling
around my heart and brain, and visions of him loaded me down
with fear and terror, longing and excitement. I sat in the sand and
molded shapes of beings with long hair, gorillas and yaks, men
with long nails and bent legs, and unknowingly, I was molding a
shape of him inside myself, with my body hurting, my mind un
thinking, not sensing in any way that
I was accepting into myself the eternal
presence of pain and pleasure. On oc
casion, we went to the beach on dark
nights, for my mother had skin cancer
and had been advised to bathe naked
in the salt water of the sea. The wild
man could not be seen then, but his
image appeared as soon as we
neared the ocean and heard the roar
of the surf.
It is nowhere known to me that I
ever understood who or what the wild
man was, what he meant to me, and
who I was in his connection; yet
something of him insisted on pushing
itself into me, moving me on; some
co
thing was paining me, forcing me into <n
a search, a yearning that had nothing .55
to do with the life I was living then or
with the life of later years or with the
thought of any future that could come
within the range of my imagination.
My youthful years were agonizing. I
felt a need to hold the wild man, to
touch and taste him, but I never un
derstood my thoughts. Woman was the only object of man’s
needs, though I shied away from contact with all but my mother
and remained frightened and tormented by my inabilities. I was
thin and unattractive; I was silent and suppressed. I knew nothing
of sex but the pages of Maggie and Jiggs, of Popeye and Olive
Oyl that made the rounds from desk to desk at school.
To pass the days and years, I turned the Hebrew alphabet into
abstractions, sitting at the kitchen table, teaching myself to draw,
learning to hide my fears and depression. I found myself con
tained in time, a time that enveloped me, enabled me to search
out the world and the whole of my interior for the responses that
gave me life. Inside there, I could look forward into my future,
always the same, for I was always wandering, running, flying
through the forest, sparkling, glistening, exuding water from my
pores, my skin covered with beads of perspiration, lust welling
up, beating its way through my bowels and glowing up my whole
interior, lighting up my outer self so that I sometimes lived in

marvels of exhilaration. And it was he who was the object of it all,
the one that I would love.

I n a Cessna flying over mountains on my way to the swamps of
> Asmat, I had a moment of panic when a vision appeared in
front of me, like one I’d had in Borneo, this time of a man, ugly
and beautiful, a Papuan with frizzy hair, deeply furrowed brows,
his face painted red and black, his nose pierced by the tusks of
wild boars, his ears stuffed with bamboo and bones. I could see
only his face, wild and aboriginal. He was holding on to me, hug
ging me, making love to me. It was a terrifying moment, one that
I had waited for and cherished, a moment that is still to come.
Sometimes, I am the receiver in that relationship, sometimes I am
the Papuan, a self of mine that I have reserved, one of the selves
that I project, not only in dreams, but also into my living present.
It is my future, as if that future existed now and I had only to arrive
at the proper time and space to coincide with it; for the future is
what I reach for, is what is already
gone. The past is also there and I am
living it; I am living it through sleights
of hand and mind that blend my flesh
and blood with his, the wild man’s. I
am waiting; I am restless; I am going
on; I am still. My eyes water and clear,
and I see myself down there, far
below the plane, running, running,
with the forest around me, my cheeks
streaked with tears, the image dis
solving as we land in Ewer in a thick
field of mud.
New Guinea had stood out as my
final hiding place. There was nowhere
left for me to explore myself, to look
for the wild man. I had evaded it with
all my senses, not even permitting my
eyes to rest on that area of the map
north of the Australian continent. It
was far too real to me for that. I knew
that my time on other continents had
been evasive, had been time that was
no more than lives along the way, and
that it was in New Guinea that I would
find my first and final life. It was there
that I would lose and fructify myself. The Muruts of Borneo, in
spite of the savagery they could muster, had an amiable and
ingratiating countenance, and the people of Peru were easily able
to charm me. The wild man allowed no frivolities; he was ugly
and in my concept of him was biologically, anthropologically,
evolutionarily, paleontologically, Primitive Man. His surface was
as violent as his interior was gentle, and the very looks of him
were fierce. The rough features of the Papuans among whom I
would live gave them an aspect that drove them back in time to
primeval days when violence, hunger, and sexual urges were
expressed without preamble. No timid, lonely creature existed
then, and in their midst I would live out a life of heightened sensa
tions, making friends, enemies, lovers, repressing nothing, carry
ing out my instincts to their natural completion. I could displace
everything, rearrange my lives, replace my past with that of the
wild man, instill his presence into my void, and stuff his integrity
into my despair. I could reach out for him to enter me.
■

A CONVERSATION W ITH TODIAS SCHNEEDAUM
obias Schneebaum: It’s fascinating the changes that take place as you go upstream and you get closer to the foothills
which are the outer limits of Asmat. There the people don’t have the great feasting and carving that they have on the coast. The
Icoastal people are into ritual headhunting much more so than the people upstream, although they did have headhunting and do have
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it today.
Doniphan Blair: But it is not ritualized?
It was not ritualized in the same way. People on the coast needed the heads for their initiation ceremonies.
What type . . . for the youths?
When a boy was anywhere between 9 and 11 he was initiated. To have an initiation you needed a head.
A fresh one?
A fresh one. Sometimes when there was a whole group of people they used a wooden head or one head for several kids. They
don’t talk about it but it had to be. There is no way, over the years, that they could have existed if they kept killing one for one. So
many people would have to die.
Anyway, the initiation ritual is fascinating in itself. First the head is brought in and treated, burnt, put on the coals of the fire and then
the skin stripped off. Then the skull is decorated with feathers, seeds, and painted with red marks on the forehead. The young man
sits in the men’s house with the skull at his groin facing his penis. The boy absorbs through his penis the essence of the dead man.
So if he goes back to the village where the man was killed he is treated just like the dead man although he may be only 9 or 10 years old.
Who does the killing .. . his father?
Well, it can be anyone in the immediate family. His father, an elder brother, most often it’s one of his mother’s brothers. That’s the
closest — the uncle. The boy sits in the men’s house with the head at his groin for two or three days and he’s not allowed to go out
and eat, shit or do anything like that. If he does it he does it right there, spreads the bark on the floor and the shit goes down below.
Then, he is taken out into the canoes. All decorated up, with feathers in his hair and paint on his face and body. Asmat men are naked.
The women wear a very tiny ‘Cache
sex’ made of sago leaves that are twisted
into a fiber, but the men have always
been naked . . . at least we think they
have always been naked. He’s taken out
by his mother’s brothers into a canoe and
as he goes along, in the canoe toward
the setting sun, he’s supposed to get
older and does get older. This 9- or 10year-old boy gets so old he can no longer
stand up, he can no longer paddle the
canoe anymore and he falls down in the
canoe. As he gets still older he dies.
When he dies, they lift him out of the
canoe and dip him into the water, then in
a ritual rebirth they bring him out of the
water and he lies in the canoe in the fetal
position. From the fetal position he be
gins to move as they travel back to the
village. He crawls around the bottom of
the canoe, then he stands up and begins
to paddle. Then they teach him the
names of all the villages around, all the
trees, all the rivers, and by the time he
gets back to the village he’s a man and
able to get married.
When would he begin his sexual initia
tion?

between men amongst those people. I
don’t believe that for a second; it was hid
den, I guess, and continues to be hidden.
What I did learn immediately was that
sex between men exists and is a com
mon practice in Asmat. It varies in inten
sity or in the number of partners or in the
importance it plays in the life of the man
as you go from the south to the north of
Asmat. I don’t know anything about the
sex life between the women.
You didn’t see the equivalent of les
bianism?
It’s very difficult; you would never see
that; a man would never see that. Sex
mostly takes place in the jungle; it does
not take place in the home. That’s be
cause there are several families living to
gether — the extended family — there
might be twenty people living in one
house. And the houses are all con
nected, or they were in the past when I
first went there. Since the Indonesian
government has been there they burned

The boy obsorbs
through his penis
the essence o f the
deed mon. So if he
goes bock to the
villoge where the
mon wos killed he
is treated just like
the dead man
although he m ay
be only nine or ten
years old.

There is no sexual initiation in that
sense here. There are other groups that
do have that kind of thing but not in
Asmat. They start having sex from the
moment they become aware of their
penises and vaginas. The boys play to
gether and the girls do the same. The
girls and the boys do it together from,
say, 2 yeafs old. It’s common practice for
the kids to go into the river together,
mixed sexes.
What about the sexual practices you
described last time we talked?
That particular group was described by
Gerald Herdt, an anthropologist who was
on the other side of the border in Papua
New Guinea. It’s a people he calls the
“Sambia,” apparently not their real name.
That group has ritualized sexuality; they
believe the only way for a boy to become
a man, the only way to grow into a great
warrior, is by absorbing semen. The
more semen you swallow, the stronger
and braver you will become and the fas
ter you will grow up. The quicker you will
become a man, a good headhunter, a
good hunter of animals. Now next to the
Asmat are the Marind Anim people, who
are described in a book called Dema by
a man called Van Baal, and they believe
in an opposite way. They believe that the
only way for a child to become a man is
through sodomy. The mother’s brothers
and then a whole series of men in the
men’s house will sodomize him one after
the other. They also believe that the only
way to become a man is by absorbing
semen. Then he becomes the apprentice
of his mother’s brother and not only does
he learn how to till the fields, how to hunt,
use of the bow and arrow, all the rituals
of life . . . he’s also his uncle’s sexual
partner.
Doniphan Blair: Now is this true
where you were staying in Asmat?
Tobias Schneebaum: Asmat itself
varies. No one has yet described any of
the sex life of Asmat because no one
knows much about it except me . . . and
I don’t know much but I know some
things because of my experiences. I had
been told, when I first went there in 1973,
that all evidence of sex between men
was gone. That if it did exist earlier it was
now gone. That the missionaries had
come and told them that fornicating with
one another was only the work of Satan
and they had to stop it.
One of the missionaries told me he had
lived among the Marind-Anim (the people
who believe in sodomy) and he had
stamped out every bit of homosexuality,
if you call it that, any evidence of sex
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down all the old-style houses and are
forcing the people to live in nuclear
families, thinking that’s the way they
should live, but that’s no good for them.
So they do have their own form of
modesty?
There are no open societies where you
can do anything. Every society has its
boundaries that you can’t go beyond
whether they be sexual or what they con
sider moral or whatever. Homosexuality
does not exist in all so-called primitive
societies, by no means. There are two
friends of mine in this building who have
worked with the people next to what are
called the “Sambia” by Gerald Herdt,
where they have this ritualized homosex
uality, where their outpouring of sexual
energy is limited to the men and they are
only permitted to have sexual relations
with men before marriage. On the other
hand there are the people right next to
them, the Gimi, who are being studied by
my friends on the ninth floor. They were
astounded when they read that book be
cause among their people there is no ac
tive sexual relations among men. None,
absolutely none. They asked me to read
it to see if I thought it was right. How
could it be that one group is completely
homosexual and the other has none?
Can you think of an explanation?
There is no explanation except that
they are divided from one another by
mountains and forests. There's no
reason why they should grow up doing
exactly the same thing.
Now I had expected from what I was
told, by the missionaries, because no
one else had been there, that there
would be no homosexual relations in the
north of Asmat. Nevertheless I had no
trouble in having brief affairs with men
ranging in age from 15 to men in their
fifties.

They also find it
necessary to be
heterosexual. They
must hove children;
otherwise the group
can't go on. So
therefore they hove
their pleasures there
too.
There is something in Asmat that is
called Papisj, a bond friendship. It is a
relationship that is formed between two
children when they are very young,
sometimes at birth. The parents obvi
ously form this relationship. The partners
say that they form it themselves when
they are about 2 but I doubt it. I think it’s
still the families who form these relation
ships to strengthen the clan. The boys
who have this relationship (in the south
it’s called mbai) are aware of it from
about the age of 2.
Now these “bond” friends, after they
have been married, and after each one
has had one child, exchange wives on
ritual occasions. Ritual occasions can be
anything from a very severe thunder
storm when everyone is terrified, or be
fore a great headhunting raid or anything
different, like a white man coming and
spending some time in the village. They
exchange wives to keep a certain type of
balance going. It is only through semen
that the forces of life and death can be
balanced. The forces that are in what
they call heaven and what they call earth.
There is no such thing as heaven, obvi

ously, to them, but it is a place for the
ancestors. To balance this relationship
between the dead and the living, a lot of
semen has to flow. The more semen that
flows, the quicker the balance. So a lot
of sex will go simply to balance that. And
one of the ways of doing that is through
the Papisj relationship, because at that
particular time a man might have sex two
or three times a night whereas when he
does it with his wife he might do it once
a week.
If they exchange wives, the women
could get pregnant; what happens then?
Any children that result from the ex
change of wives between mbai belong
to the husband of the woman that bore
them. Such children are treated exactly
like all other children. To get back to the
mbai for a moment, I want to make sure
it’s understood that the relationship that
is formed between the two men last until
the death of one of them.
So they are highly monogamous?
Yes, in that case, much moreso than
with the women.
If they want to “divorce” their wives,
what do they do?
There’s no such thing as divorce, in
that sense; they just throw them out of
the house or they take another wife. One
of the things that is always so remarkable
to me is when I ask my particular friend,
my mbai, if I can call him that because
he calls me that openly in front of the
women and the other man, I asked him
what would happen if you found your wife
sleeping with another man and he said,
‘Oh, I would beat her.’ Then I asked him
what would happen if you found your
mbai with another man and he said ‘I
would beat the other man.’ Then I said,
‘Why wouldn’t you beat your friend,’ and
he said ‘I wouldn’t do anything like that
— he’s my mbai.'
In many ways, the women are treated
like chattel there. They are paid for with
bridleprice and if they want to get rid of
them, they get rid of them and if they
want a new wife, they take a new wife
but once you have a mbai that’s for life.
Doniphan Blair: How was your first
meeting with your mbai friend?
Tobias Schneebaum: My first sight of
him was a real turn on. He is wonderfully
masculine, muscular without looking like
a rquscle man or a bodybuilder. He liked
me, too. Obviously because I had to
bacco and other good things to offer. For
tunately, his interest turned to me rather
then the things in my possession.
Whenever I went back to his village,
everyone welcomed me with open arms
and seemed to truly like me. My mbai
friend seemed to love me, if I can use the
word. We had a closeness that I doubt
has ever existed before, in Asmat, be
tween one of the men and an outsider.
He never failed to come to me at night
and left his family to fend for itself. Of
course, there was never a problem of
food since the women did the fishing and
there was almost always sago in the
house. The ultimate accolade, as far as
I am concerned, was the night he invited
me back to his house to sleep with his
wife.
Was that the first woman you had ever
slept with?
Yes.
And how did it go?
Well . . . I tried, but I couldn't get an
erection.
Do you think there is a certain biologi
cal necessity for “homosexuality” as they
practice it?
I don’t know what you mean by biolog
ical necessity, it’s probably a combina
tion of biology and culture.
Or do you think it’s motivated by plea
sure .. . simply?
They are into pleasure, I can tell you
that. One of my great experiences was
after I arrived the second time, and a
group of people came in looking abso
lutely wild. They had feathers in their hair
and they were all painted up with bones
and shells through their noses — looking
absolutely fantastic, thrilling to say the
least. They told me they came from the
village of “Otjenep” and that’s one of the
villages I very much wanted to go to be
cause I had heard that they can’t keep a
teacher, they can’t keep anybody. I don’t
mean necessarily white people, I mean
no Asmat or Indonesian teacher or
catechist or policeman has ever stayed
there for more than a few hours. They
Continued on Pg. 38.
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/LX Intonio Pigafetta, a Florentine navU Lligator who went with Magellan on
the first voyage around the world, wrote,
upon his passage through our southern
lands of America, a strictly accurate ac
count that nonetheless resembles a ven
ture into fantasy.
In it he recorded that he had seen hogs
with navels on their haunches, clawless
birds whose hens laid eggs on the backs
of their mates, and others still resem
bling tongueless pelicans, with beaks like
spoons. He wrote of having seen a mis
begotten creature with the head and ears
of a mule, a camel’s body, the legs of a
deer and the whinny of a horse. He de
scribed how the first native encountered
in Patagonia was confronted with a mir
ror, whereupon that impassioned giant
lost his senses to the terror of his own
image.
This short and fascinating book, which
even then contained the seeds of our
present-day novels, is by no means the
most staggering account of our reality in
that age.
The Chroniclers of the Indies left us
countless others. El Dorado, our so av
idly sought and illusory land, appeared
on numerous maps for many a long year,
shifting its place and form to suit the fan
tasy of cartographers. In his search for
the fountain of eternal youth, the mythical
Alvar Nunez Cabeza de Vaca explored
the north of Mexico for eight years, in a
deluded expedition whose members de
voured each other and only five of whom
returned, of the 600 who had undertaken
it. One of the many unfathomed mys
teries of that age is that of the 11,000
mules, each loaded with 100 pounds of
gold, that left Cuzco one day to pay the
ransom of Atahualpa and never reached
their destination. Subsequently, in colo
nial times, hens were sold in Cartegena
de Indias that had been raised on alluvial
= land and whose giz
zards contained tiny
i lumps of gold. One
founder’s lust for gold
beset us until recently.
As late as the last cen
tury, a German mis
sion appointed to study
the construction of an inter-oceanic rail
road across the Isthmus of Panama con
cluded that the project was feasible on one
condition: that the rails not be made of
iron, which was scarce in the region, but of
gold.
Our independence from Spanish domi
nation did not put us beyond the reach of
madness. Gen. Antonio L6pez de San
tana, three times dictator of Mexico, held a
magnificent funeral for the right leg he had
lost in the so-called Pastry War. Gen. Gab-

8

Clinton St. Quarterly

OUR CRUCIAL PROBLEM HAS BEEN A LACK OF
CONVENTIONAL MEANS TO RENDER OUR LIVES
BELIEVABLE. THIS, MY FRIENDS, IS

TOO OO W OF
By Gabriel Garcia Marquez
riel Garcia Moreno ruled Ecuador for 16
years as an absolute monarch; at his
wake, the corpse was seated on the pres
idential chair, decked out in full-dress uni
form and a protective layer of medals.
Gen. Maximiliano Hernandez Martinez,
the theosophical despot of El Salvador
who had 30,000 peasants slaughtered in a

savage massacre, invented a pendulum to
detect poison in his food, and had street
lamps draped in red paper to defeat an
epidemic of scarlet fever. The statue to
Gen. Francisco Moraz^n erected in the
main square of Tegucigalpa is actually one
of Marshal Ney, purchased at a Paris
warehouse of second-hand sculptures.

Eleven years ago, the Chilean Pablo
Neruda, one of the outstanding poets of
our time, enlightened this audience with
his word. Since then, the Europeans of
good will — and sometimes those of bad,
as well — have been struck, with ever
greater force, by the unearthly tidings of
Latin America* that boundless realm of
haunted men and historic women, whose
unending obstinacy blurs into legend.
We have not had a moment’s rest. A
promethean president, entrenched in his
burning palace, died fighting an entire
army, alone; and two suspicious airplane
accidents, yet to be explained, cut short
the life of another great-hearted presi
dent and that of a democratic soldier who
had revived the dignity of his people.
There have been five wars and 17 mili
tary coups; there emerged a diabolic dic
tator who is carrying out, in God’s name,
the first Latin Americ a n e t h n o c i d e o f our
t i m e - l n , h e meantime,
A
■' i? 20 million Latin Ameri-3
I T " c a n c d ' l d r e n d i e d befi
'4
fo r e th e a se o f o n e —
I
more than have been
. born in Europe since
1970. Those missing because of repres
sion number nearly 120,000, which is as
if no one could account for all the inhabit
ants of Upsala. Numerous women ar
rested while pregnant have given birth in
Argentine prisons, yet nobody knows the
whereabouts and identity of their chil
dren, who were furtively adopted or sent
to an orphanage by order of the military
authorities. Because they tried to change
this state of things, nearly 200,000 men
and women have died throughout the
continent, and over 100,000 have lost
their lives in three small and ill-fated
countries of Central America: Nicaragua,
El Salvador and Guatemala. If this had
happened in the United States, the cor
responding figure would be that of
1,600,000 violent deaths in four years.
One million people have fled Chile, a
country with a tradition of hospitality —
that is, 10 percent of its population.
Uruguay, a tiny nation of two and a half
million inhabitants, which considered it
self the continent’s most civilized coun
try, has lost to exile one out of every five
citizens. Since 1979, the civil war in El
Salvador has produced almost one refu
gee every 20 minutes. The country that
could be formed of all the exiles and
forced emigrants of Latin America would
have a population larger than that of Nor
way.
I dare to think that it is this outsized
reality, and not just its literary expression,
that has deserved the attention of the

Drawings by Stephen Leflar
Swedish Academy of Letters. A reality
not of paper, but one that lives within us
and determines each instant of our
countless daily deaths, and that
nourishes a source of insatiable creativ
ity, full of sorrow and beauty, of which
this roving and nostalgic Colombian is
but one cipher more, singled out by for
tune. Poets and beggars, musicians and
prophets, warriors and scoundrels, all
creatures of that unbridled reality, we
have had to ask but little of imagination,
for our crucial problem has been a lack
of conventional means to render our lives
believable. This, my friends, is the crux
of our solitude.
And if these difficulties, whose es
sence we share, hinder us, it is under
standable that the rational talents on this
side of the world, exalted in the contem
plation of their own cultures, should have
found
themselves
without a valid means
5 to interpret us. It is
only natural that they
insist on measuring us
K, with the yardstick that
• they use for them
selves, forgetting that
the ravages of life are not the same for
all, and that the quest of our own identity
is just as arduous and bloody for us as it
was for them. The interpretation of our
reality through patterns not our own
serves only to make us ever more un
known, ever less free, ever more solitary.
Venerable Europe would perhaps be
more perceptive if it tried to see us in its
own past. If only it recalled that London
took 300 years to build its first city wall,
and 300 years more to acquire a bishop;
that Rome labored in a gloom of uncer
tainty for 20 centuries, until an Etruscan
king anchored it in history; and that the
peaceful Swiss of today, who feast us
with their mild cheeses and apathetic
watches, bloodied Europe as soldiers of
fortune as late as the 16th century. Even
at the height of the Renaissance, 12,000
lansquenets in the pay of the imperial ar
mies sacked and devastated Rome and
put 8,000 of its inhabitants to the sword.
I do not mean to embody the illusions
of Tonio Kroger, whose dreams of uniting
a chaste north to a passionate south
were exalted here, 53 years ago, by
Thomas Mann. But I do believe that
those clear-sighted Europeans who
struggle, here as well, for a more just and
humane homeland, could help us far bet
ter if they reconsidered their way of see
ing us. Solidarity with our dreams will not
make us feel less alone, as long as
it is not translated into concrete acts of
legitimate support for all the peoples that
assume the illusion of having a life of

W FW THE ORIGINALITY SO READILY GRANTED
US IN LITERATURE SO MISTRUSTFULLY DENIED
US IN OUR DIFFERENT ATTEMPTS AT
SOCIAL CHANGE?
their own in the distribution of the world.
Latin America neither wants, nor has
any reason, to be a pawn without a will
of its own; nor is it merely wishful thinking
that its quest for independence and orig
inality should become a Western aspira
tion. However, the navigational advances
that have narrowed
such distances be
tween our Americas
and Europe seem,
conversely, to have
accentuated our cul
tural remoteness.
Why is the originality
so readily granted us in literature so mis
trustfully denied us in our different at
tempts at social change? Why think that
the social justice sought by progressive
Europeans for their own countries cannot

also be a goal for Latin America, with dif
ferent methods for dissimilar conditions?
No: The immeasurable violence and pain
of our history are the result of age-old
inequities and untold
bitterness, and not a
conspiracy
plotted
3,000 leagues from
our homes. But many
European leaders and
thinkers have thought
so, with the childish
ness of old-timers who have forgotten the

fruitful excesses of their youth as if it
were impossible to find another destiny
than to live at the mercy of the two great
masters of the world. This, my friends, is
the very scale of our solitude.
In spite of this, to oppression, plunder
ing and abandonment, we respond with
life. Neither floods nor plagues, nor
famines nor cataclysms, nor even the
eternal wars of century upon century have
been able to subdue the persistent ad
vantage of life over death. An advantage
that grows and quickens: Every year,
there are 74 million more births than
deaths, a sufficient number of new lives
to multiply, each year, the population of
New York sevenfold. Most of these births
occur in the countries of least resources
— including, of course, those of Latin
America. Conversely, the most prosper
ous countries have succeeded in ac
cumulating powers of destruction such
as to annihilate, a hundred times over,
not only all the human beings that have
existed to this day but also the totality of
all living beings that have ever drawn
breath on this planet of misfortune.
On a day like today, my master William
Faulkner said, "I de
cline to accept the end
of man.” I would feel
unworthy of standing
in this place that was
his if I were not fully
aware that the colos
sal tragedy he refused
to recognize 32 years ago is now, for the
first time since the beginning of human
ity, nothing more than a simple scientific
possibility. Faced with this awesome re
ality that must have seemed a mere
utopia through all of human time, we, the
inventors of tales, who will believe any
thing, feel entitled to believe that it is not
yet too late to engage in the creation of
the opposite utopia. A new and sweeping
utopia of life, where no one will be able
to decide for others how they die, where
love will prove true and happiness be
possible, and where the races con
demned to one hundred years of solitude
will have, at last and forever, a second
opportunity on earth.
■
Copyright ®1982 The Nobel Foundation
(Publication of the full English text
in the United States was authorized
by Gabriel Garcia Marquez.)

Gabriel Garcia Marquez, who won the 1982 Nobel Prize in Literature, delivered
this Nobel lecture in Stockholm. (It was translated from the Spanish by Marina
Castaneda.) Stephen Leflar is a Portland artist, sewer guide and closet cellist.
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1984
New Years Eve at

th e Dandelion Pub
Import Beer & Wine • Fine Lunches & Dinners
Open 11 a.m. • 224-1084

915 NW 21st Avenue

Unusual Party Favors

223-0099
31 NW 23rd Place
Portland

There is an old
place witha new face
in N.W. Portland.
On the com er of N. W. 21st and Lovejoy » 227-4270

Aneighborhood
tradition forthe
whole city
Superior Italian food and wines served in
a spirit of generosity and warmth.
Lunch: 11:30 - 2:00 pm Monday - Friday
Dinner: 5:00 -11:00 pm every night
Ask about our special banquet service
Reservations suggested
221-1195 • 2112 N.W Kearney

For hamburgers m
homemade desserts

FOOTHILL
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BOHEMIA
219 S.W . 6th
2 2 4 -3 6 8 5
(OAK)

________________

R E T R O -V O G U E F A S H IO N S A P P L IE D A R T S A N T IQ U E S T U X E D O S

PARK AVENUE RECORDS

. getting the message out in games . . .
HWIXUH XZ WU VULBWUEXUH KXELBVJO,
HQEEVU
GVEKXFE
XACVUVZZ
WUA
WTWJXLV
WU
XELBXUH
AXZVWZV,
EBWE
IWSVZ
ZQIV
ZLJWELB
EBV
BVWA,
KBXCZE
QEBVJZ,
WZ
XP
GXEEVU
GO
W
EWJWUEYCW,
WJV
CWYHBXUH
EBVIZVCTVZ
EQ
AVWEB

Can you solve this confusing cryptogram?

Clackamas Town Center
652-1434
Downtown Portland
224-6917

Downtown Eugene
484-9846
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Isaac Scott
By Roberta Penn
the entire church choir on Easter Sunday
" he words sound like those you might hear on Sunday morn
morning — the joy after so much suffer
ing in a country church or at a Wednesday night prayer
ing. There were also nights, slow ones,
meeting. But your best chance to hear “Let My Mind Run Back” when Isaac was in a shiny T-shirt and
denim jacket and I felt like I was in a
is in a tavern or club, sung by Northwest bluesman Isaac Scott.
dingy bar on the chitlin’ circuit where
most of the bands play too many nights
I first saw Isaac in 1978 when I had just moved to Seattle.
for too little money and eventually give
To a Southerner who grew up in a town and a time where the
up. I began to understand Isaac Scott
and his appeal — he is a mixture. In
only choices on the radio were blues and country, this black
some ways he is a transplant from
blues performer seemed out of place in the chilly Northwest.
another time, another space.
Born in Pine Bluff, Arkansas, Scott and
Since then, I have been back again and again to see this
his parents moved to Portland in the mid
indisputably talented yet somewhat inconsistent bluesman
fifties when Isaac was 8. His dad went to
work for the Southern Pacific Railroad
who plays this area almost every weekend and some week
earning 62 cents an hour. The family
nights and always draws a crowd.
lived in a housing complex supplied rent-

7

There have been nights when Scott
was dressed in beautiful, subtle-colored
suits especially tailored for his large
frame with pastel shirts enhancing his
rich color. His piercing guitar sound
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would cut through the chatter and clatter
ing like a hot knife through butter. If you
were dancing, you knew he was tuned
in to your personal rhythm. And there
were nights when his voice rang out like

free to company employees. Isaac re
calls what he refers to as “the good
times.” He says, “I had security, a home.
I didn’t have to worry about clothes or
being on welfare.” He remembers falling

asleep on the bus and his dad carrying
him home in his arms. And he remem
bers going fishing “seven days a week in
the summertime.”
The good times also included a strong
religious upbringing. The Scotts were
members of a pentacostal sect head
quartered in Memphis. Isaac’s dad even
tually became a minister of the Portland
affiliate.
Music plays a major role in the penta
costal church and Isaac’s mother ex
posed him to the music of such groups
as the Five Blind Boys whose original
leader, Archie Brownlee, influenced
black musicians like Ray Charles and
Sam Cooke. His mom had other records
too — Muddy Waters, Howlin’ Wolf.
Isaac says, “On Saturdays my folks used
to go into town. I’d stand and watch the
car leave and then I’d run in and sneak
and play Lowell Fulsom. I got caught a
few times but they never said nothin’,
they just smiled. They got the message,
‘Hey, we gotta let whatever is in him
come out.’” Even then Isaac knew he
had blues music in him. He says he
dreamed of having his own band.
But the early good times didn’t see
Isaac through his youth. His mother fell
ill and he had to stay home from school
to take care of her. She died when he
was just 16 and her passing hit him hard.
He and his dad grew apart. What he had
left was the religion and the music. He
combined them and started his career.
Scott’s first professional gig was in the
early ’60s when he was just 18. He
played guitar behind the Portlandaires, a
regional gospel group. By 1965 he had
moved on to touring across the West with
a minister from Denver, Rev. Charles
Johnson. Scott says, “We went from
town to town to revival meetings. I was
solely dedicated to that kind of life — I
was meeting the standard. We went to
sanctified meetings and it was just get
down, get down."
The religious music experience inten
sified for Isaac when in 1967 he joined
his childhood mentors, the Five Blind
His horizons
Boys, as guitarist.
broadened as they traveled across the
country and through the South to
churches and school auditoriums. He
says, “We used to ride down the highway
in the middle of the night and one of them
would strike up a song. All the rest of
them would just fall in with that harmony.
You could feel the whole car like it was
a pressure cooker. Your hair would actu
ally stand on end. It was quite an experi
ence.” It was the big-time gospel circuit.
After the Five Blind Boys, there was
his first professional singing, a stint with
the Golden Eagles Gospel Singers work
ing out of Portland and then a reunion
with Reverend Johnson in Oakland.
There in the Bay Area where the blues
are plentiful, Isaac took a break from
playing gospel and began to listen and
practice while he worked odd jobs doing

Isaac recalls the good times. He
remembers falling asleep on the bus and
his d ad carrying him home in his arms.
And he remembers going fishing “seven
days a week in the summertime.”
janitorial work. By early 1974, Isaac was
ready to perform again — but with a few
changes. He was switching gears from
gospel to blues and he moved to Seattle
where there was a smattering of a scene.
n July of 1974, Portland blues guitarist

It was a dubious cut above the other
clubs because the rich went slumming to
Pig Alley. Although the personnel
changed a lot, Mark Dalton was often on
bass. He recalls that Isaac was working
through a lot of material ‘from Freddy

I

Tom McFarland was playing in a dive
on Seattle’s First Avenue strip — the
Boulder Cafe, where go-go girls in sleazy
costumes did the bump and grind and
hustled drinks. Mark Dalton (currently
bass player with the Slamhound Hunters
and Blues Rockers) recalls one night
when Isaac’s uncle was in the club. The
uncle called Isaac on the phone, held the
receiver up to the band so Isaac could
hear them, and said, “come on down.”
Scott did and McFarland handed him his
guitar. Dalton says that even though
Isaac was playing gospel licks, “he was
immediately incorporated into the blues
scene.”
The transition to blues was easy for
Isaac partly because he took the gospel
music with him. “I ain’t never got rid of it
because to me that’s where my music
comes from. I’m not up there preaching
Jesus and him crucified but it’s just
something about that background. I can
just reach and grab that certain little bit
of extra power.” But the gospel scene
had also brought a certain amount of dis
illusionment. Scott says, “People have
taken so many things out of that book
and read it the way they want to under
stand it. And they go and put their sign
up. I think you gotta be for real with your
own self first and then the rest of it will
work.” Being for real for Isaac meant tak
ing his music from the revival tents into
the bars.
During Scott’s early blues years (’74’78), the scene in Seattle was fluid and
funky. The clubs were mostly low-rent
operations, the drinks were watered
down, and money for the players was
definitely small potatoes. There were
only two working blues bands in town —
McFarland’s and harp player Junior
Earl’s. But there were twenty or so musi
cians who were up for gigging with little
or no advance notice and always willing
to sit in. The audiences consisted of
sailors and dock workers who’d spend
whole days and nights and all their pay
checks in the clubs. There were also a
few leftovers from the Seattle beat gener
ation and a small group of hard-core
blues fans. It was the right environment
for a player to experiment and develop a
style.
Isaac first played the Place Pigalle —
known as Pig Alley to the musicians. It
was nationally recognized for its wellstocked jukebox and locally known for its
urine smell and bohemian atmosphere.

guitar. They played places like Hibble
and Hyde’s, where the music started at
10 p.m. and went until 4 a.m. Tapes re
corded by Dalton during this period dem
onstrate the workout Collins would give
Scott.
When the two get together now to talk
about old times, they remember the in
tensity. As they talked this summer, Scott
said to Collins, “Remember when we
used to be on stage and we’d look up
and tears be running? The white boys
didn’t understand it. They’d say, ‘What’s
wrong?’ Ain’t nothing wrong, but we can
feel things ain’t nobody else feel. That’s
how I feel my help coming.” Collins grins
and says, “That's true, he’s right.” Scott
was beginning to let that spirituality come
through some hot guitar licks. The word
began to spread.

A

very young

Seattle drummer,

Steve Patterson (now Twist Turner
of the Chicago blues scene) who some
times played with Isaac, traveled to
Chicago and played some live club and
basement tapes for Peter Shertser, who
has his own label, Red Lightnin’. Shert
ser liked the music and in 1977 put the
tapes into an LP, Isaac Scott Blues Band,
and it was definitely a low-budget record,
but it’s still bringing in a little money for
Isaac, particularly from the large Euro
pean blues audience.
Then, through the grapevine, the pro
ducer of the San Francisco Blues Festi
val heard about Scott. In the summer of
'78, he made Isaac part of the annual

Dalton recalls one time when Isaac,
“without missing a note, squeezed
himself into the old phone booth in the
club, closed the door and cranked it out
while the audience gathered around
dancing and laughing"
King to Jimi Hendrix.” One tune would
last an entire set and the vocals were
short or non-existent as Scott searched
for his particular groove. He had a long
cord on his guitar and would wander out
on the back porch to play. Dalton recalls
one time when Isaac, “without missing a
note, squeezed himself into the old
phone booth in the club, closed the door
and cranked jt out while the audience
gathered around dancing and laughing.”
Even though the scene was funky,
some pretty spectacular things hap
pened to Isaac during this period. First
and perhaps most important for his
career as a guitarist was a series of gigs
with Albert Collins, who one musician re
cently called “God’s gift to guitar players.”
Collins is the man who lit an electric
blues fire under white blues bands like
Canned Heat in the late sixties.
From 1975 through 1978, Collins spent
a lot of time in Seattle. He was traveling
alone and would pick up bands in the
town he was playing. In Seattle, Isaac
was often the man on accompanying

festival and put him on Volume Two of
San Francisco Blues Festival with an
8 1/2-minute rendition of McFarland’s
“Goin’ Back to Oakland.”
After the festival Isaac moved from
pick-up band to pick-up band playing the
Northwest, did a stint in the Bay Area as
guitarist for blues harpist Charlie Mussel
white, and returned to Seattle in 1979,
where there was a band waiting for him.
He began what has been four years of
steady performing, maintaining his own
band even through a number of health
problems. Diabetes is always with him,
but a year-and-a-half bout with tendonitis
in his hands cleared up a year ago, just
about the time his latest and best album
came out.
Big Time Blues Man, though roughly
produced and mixed, has garnered three
and a half stars from downbeat,. was
ranked No. 7 on the blues radio playlist
for the first quarter of '83 in Living Blues,
and just recently has been targeted for
European distribution. In no way does it
live up to Scott’s depth and power, but it
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does provide credibility in the music
scene. It also seems to have spurred a
new consistency in Scott’s band. It has
developed into a tight group musically
but, more importantly, it gives Isaac the
kind of support he needs. He says,
“When I go up there, it’s not just my
show. We’re a unit, family.”
And it takes family understanding and
dedication to work with Scott. He de
mands perfection and a lot of things are
unspoken, so the band has to be tuned
in. For instance, there’s no set list to work
from. Isaac calls the tunes off the top of
his head. This kind of spontaneity can
wreak havoc with an unseasoned band,
but it’s important for Isaac to have this
free rein. He says, “When I go up on
stage I stand there and look at those
people. I see all kinds of moods and
weird spirits. I can see when somebody’s
down or depressed the minute they walk
in the door. And I know just what’s gonna
lift 'em.”
But Isaac says, “It doesn’t always
work. I’ve sang until I almost passed out
and it didn’t work. Every night is not your
night to get over, so you just ease up on
it.” He relies a great deal on audience

approval. He says, “It’s important for me
to get up there and always get over to
the people.” When he doesn’t get over,
he retreats into his guitar, playing long
renditions of slow songs that seem more
appropriate for rehearsals than live per
formances. He becomes moody and au
tomatic. He admits the moodiness but
sloughs it off, saying, “I’m a Gemini; my
moods change 25 times a day.”
Tony Thomas, bass player, the only
other black member in the band, sees
the moods as an impetus. “Every now
and then a different character pops out
on stage and intensifies it. It makes us
push a little harder.” This kind of support
and respect gets Isaac through the hard
times and makes the good times a blast.
The gigs are regular, the pay is getting
better, and Isaac says he’s happy. “What
I’m doing now is what I’ve always
dreamed of doing.” But he hasn’t
reached all his goals. He’s ready for
another album and there’s plenty of ma
terial for it, much of it his own original
music. He would like to do a video tape.
He wants to do more touring, even
though his experience has made him
wary of music business types who exploit

him because he’s black and blues. He
says, “I got tired of what my mom used
to call ‘fattenin’ up frogs for snakes.’ Oh
no, give me some of the action too.” He’s
also a little worried about extensive tour
ing because of his diabetes. But Collins
told him, “Isaac, you need to go to
Europe. Put the doctor’s prescription
aside and go. They’d love you over
there.” And Isaac says he will take that
advice when the opportunity comes.
Yet when pressed about the future, he
retreats into one of those quiet moods,
falls back on that basic faith and says, “I
suppose they will come in due time.” It’s
a religious understanding, but it’s, also
germane to understanding the long pro
cess involved in being a bluesman.
There are no overnight successes. Mark
Dalton says, “Isaac is still a young man
[late thirties): The beauty of the blues is
that you’ve got that time to develop your
own style.” The beauty for the audience
is being a part of that process — watch
ing Scott grasp that power and crank it
out in an accomplished but evolving
blues style. And if it’s one of those good
nights, you know that no matter what
goes down, Isaac will be playing, getting

paid for it, and people will be listening.
When he is’ on, Isaac Scott is a gut
emotional experience. The weekend
after Albert Collins was in town, Isaac
had a gig at Seattle jazz venue Ernes
tine’s. It’s kind of a snobby posh club that
very seldom features blues. But that
night Isaac pulled out all the stops and
had the audience testifying. A woman in
terrupted him during a tune to tell him it
was her birthday. Isaac picked right up
on it and got down for her with a wild
screaming over a cool and haunting
guitar. It was a case of chills and fever.
Or take a good packed night at Seattle’s
Jolly Roger Roadhouse. Isaac is doing
Elmore James’ “It Hurts Me Too.” He
throws back that head and from deep in
side comes the mellowest pain you’re
ever gonna hear. It’s a gospel lick on a
hurtin’ tune. Everybody’s yelling, “Tell it.”
Isaac Scott has gone cosmic. He has
taken it back home, back to the gospel
arena which he says he never completely
left.
Roberta Penn is a Seattle writer.
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“LAUGH YOUR BRAINS OUT
Northwest funny pages
by Eric Scigliano
Miss Monroe, I almost had it!” Was there
be declared a world capital o f car
ever a better graphic representation o f the
toon art? Maybe the Northwest is
mind’s inner workings?
getting close: those long gray slug-belly days
Lots o f panels are punnish, sometimes silly
inspire all sorts o f skewed, inward comic and
riffs on the shape o f the organ: brain as
graphic visions. Anyway, three o f the North
wrecking ball, brain with rubber nose affixed,
west’s finest have books out just in time for
and the literal storm o f brains on the cover.
the Christmas season, sized just right for you
The book ends with a pretty lame sci-fi mock
to stuff your stockings .with funnybone food.
epic. But even the goofiest gags poinCup the
essential mystery behind the book: how can,
A note on the brains behind Brainstorm.
and why should, a lumpy blob o f atoms and
Gideon Bosker is a Portland physician and
jelly contemplate the good and beautiful,
writer on pop culture and architecture. He
conceived the notion o f a book on brains and
build toaster ovens, fall in love, tell jokes, or
for that matter write and read book rev:
some o f the gags. Jim Blashfield is a madly
I f Dali and Bunuel had
inventive Portland filmmaker and animator
might’ve made Un Chie
(his most notable film, The Mid-Torso o f Inez,
Get the book an
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Brainstorm
by Jim Blashfield and Gideon Bosker
Marble Press, $4.95 paper

Beyond the Far Side
by Gary Larson
Andrews and McMeel, $3.95 paper

Big Ideas
by Lynda Barry
Real Comet Press, $4.95 paper
recalls Alain Resnais’s cinema o f memory),
and the designer and a co-editor o f the Clin
ton Street Quarterly. He wrote the book with
Bosker and drew it. An odd combination, but
if a doctor and an avant-garde filmmaker are
going to do a book together, it ought to be
about brains.
Brainstorm is, in a loose, unforced w
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Eric Scigliano, Seattle Weekly

LOOKY HERE!

"HIGH C OM E DY . . .
GO OUT AND Mark Christensen,
BUY IT NOW! " Willamette Week
“. . . quirky, outrageous ways of repre
senting life . . . all you can do is
augh. ”
John Strausbaugh, City Paper,
Baltimore, Maryland
RAINSTORM, two brains have run
mely loose, and the result is funny
uite appealing.’
Bob Hicks, The Oregonian
s being out of their minds,
these guys are very funny!"
Bill Plympton,
ted cartoonist
“If you don’t
like this
book, you
will have
wasted
your
money!"
Lynda Barry

November 9-Nove

BRAINSTORM

BY JIM BLASHFIELD & GIDEON BOSKER
PUBLISHED BY MARBLE PRESS-$4.95
DISTRIBUTED BY PACIFIC PIPELINE & FAR WEST.
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Dec. 27-Jan. 2
V ipassana R e tre a t
S ile n t m e d ita tio n w ith J a c q u e lin e S c h w a rtz

Feb. 24-26
Dance o f the Deer
Shaman ceremony with Brandt Secunda

ALL WINTER

CROSS-COUNTRY SKIING
Trails into the M t. Jefferson Wilderness

Call or write for information on personal & family retreats.
P.O. Box 578, Detroit, OR 97342
(503) 854-3501 (message: 854-3715)

Benefit For
light up your Christmas with

Neon

over one hundred pieces to choose from

also usable deco & collectable items
30’s to 50’s vintage

monday-friday 11-6
Saturday 12-6

316 s.w. 9th
223-0767

THE WATKINS PROJECT:
THE
GLOBAL ANTI-NUCLEAR
WAR FILM
Directed by Peter Watkins

Sia1*

other times by appointment 287-4381

BIG BROTHER
IS C O M IN G
December 28 8PM
Neighbors O f Woodcraft
Clinton St. Quarterly
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T h e

neighborhood is like manufac

turing districts you might find from San
Diego to Seattle, neatly labeled “industrial
parks.” If foliage once graced this terrain,
it is now a weak memory beneath the
Exxon station and O’Brien Elementary
School on two corners. To the northwest,
acres of low brush proceed drily behind
the right angle of fence which is part of
the 3-mile perimeter of Boeing Aeros
pace Co. Today is Saturday, and the
plant beyond shows no sign of the 1300
employees who produce two Air-Land
Cruise Missiles (ALCM’s) per day.
However, across the tracks the house
inhabited by the Puget Sound Women’s
Peace Camp is busy with final prepara
tions for an encirclement of Boeing by
women, to be attempted Monday in pro
test of the plant’s nuclear weapons man
ufacture. The original site of the Peace
Camp was nearby on park land leased
from the City of Kent. It was inspired by
an encampment begun in August, 1981
at Greenham Common Royal Air Base
70 mi. west of London in Berkshire, Eng
land. There, 40 women and children
pitched tents on common lands and have
proceeded ever since to coordinate ac
tions intended to stop the NATO deploy
ment of American cruise missiles sched
uled to begin in December, 1983. Similar
camps have since sprung up near milit
ary centers worldwide, not all of them
women’s camps like those in Soesterberg, Netherlands; Comiso, Sicily; and at
Romulus near the Seneca Falls Army
Depot in New York State.
In England common lands are a rela
tively freely available venue for peace
camps. In King County, Washington,
even public park land must be leased or
otherwise formally approved for habita
tion. When 500 supporters celebrated
the opening of the Puget Sound
Women's Peace Camp on the morning
of June 18, 1983, the group had only a
temporary permit in hand. Three days
after joining in the opening day march,
Kent mayor Isabel Hogan broke a 3-3 tie
in the city council to grant a lease agree
ment to the camp through September 9,
1983. Hogan has two sons who work for
Boeing, one in the Cruise Missile Build
ing. As a Roman Catholic, she had seri
ously considered the recent Bishop’s Let
ter regarding the unjustifiability of nuclear
buildup. Neither had she acted without
considering what the consequences
might be in the upcoming election year.
“I don’t think it will be a campaign issue,”
she commented, “I think people will have
forgotten it by then.”
Until the Peace Camp began its highly
vocal and visible presence, the plant’s
employees and the community at large
were rarely confronted with the political
effects of the work being done at the

attached to it than the assembly of a
household appliance. Nevertheless, re
ferring to the 40-per-month production
rate, one employee conceded, “this isn’t
toasters.”

RUISE

THE PUGET SOUND W OMEN'S PEACE CAMP
STORY A N D PHOTOS BY KATHLEEN REYES
plant. In their regular contacts with the
workers, the Peace Camp women argue
that cruise missile production is a crime
as defined by the Nuremberg Charter
(see box), and that Boeing employees
have a moral and legal obligation to

Cfai/te
v v v v v v v v
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Hair Stylist for M en and W om en

2 6 6 0 O A K STREET
EUGENE, O REG O N 9 7 4 0 5

for a p p o in tm e n t call 3 4 3 -4 8 1 3
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question their part in the process. Some
workers argue with equal conviction that
their activities are justified by govern
ment sanction, or posit that the assembly
of a missile capable of killing 2 million
people has no greater moral imperative

T

o

date over 700 missiles have been

shipped by truck to strategic air com
mand bases for B-52 deployment. An
ALCM leaves Boeing complete save for
the armament it will carry. Though capa
ble of delivering other kinds of bombs, it
is designed to bear the W-80, a 270 lb.
warhead which is fitted by the Air Force.
This explosive unit packs a 200 kiloton
punch equal to 200,000 tons of TNT, or
15 Hiroshima bombs.
Only a few missile parts, including the
slender wings, are manufactured at Boe
ing. Hence, half of the $1 million per mis
sile price tag goes to outside suppliers.
Assembly begins with bolting together
aluminum segments that form the fusil
age. Because every available pocket
within the missile is used to accomodate
its 185 gallons of JP-10 dense fuel, the
18-ft., 3000 lb. device has been de
scribed as “a cast aluminum fuel tank
powered by a tiny turbofan engine,” the
motor being about the size of a kitchen
trash can. At speeds up to 500 mi/hr.,
the ALCM can travel its 1500-mi. range
at around 200 ft. elevation, below radar
detection. Its computer brain reads the
terrain so that the missile will steer clear
of obstructions until striking, finally, within
100 feet of its target.
The Air Force order is expected to total
some 1700 cruise missiles, keeping Boe
ing employees busy through 1985. Allow
ing for very slight turnover on the cruise
staff, and assuming that only % of all the
ALCM’s ordered will be fitted with
warheads, each cruise missile worker
employed by Boeing will correspond to
the destructive capacity of 15 Hiroshima
bombings.
The Peace Camp has existed in a 4bedroom house since the September 9th
expiration of .the park land lease. The
new arrangement is less expensive than
the original, and the house remains fairly
spartan, chiefly appointed by a few hang
ings and many informational signs such
as the one on the office file cabinet that
reads, “Assume the phone is tapped. Be
discrete.” Most women sleep in the acreish back yard in tents pitched on slatted
platforms or in the yurt, a circular canvas
shelter of Mongolian design about 30 feet
in diameter with a wood floor. Only a few
live continuously at the house. The rest
are passing through from nearby, from
other states, or occasionally from other
nations, and staying from anywhere be
tween a day to several months.
Most women who stay on at the camp

are very feminist and adept at feminist/
New Age methodology. For many, the
nuclear issue does not supercede issues
of community and intimacy as ap
proached at the camp, “the creation of a
just society as a model for the planet.”
They feel that men’s enculturation is in
conflict not only with feminist values, but
with imperatives of planetary survival
such as non-aggression or peaceful con
frontation rather than destruction as a re
sponse to obstacles. By restricting the
community to women, the Camp at
tempts to fortify women politically and to
demonstrate the force of feminist pro
cess in resolving conflicts. The Camp’s
motives were similar in its exclusion of
men from the encirclement plan —
though it did encourage the participation
of men in support activities such as child
care. There were women who boycotted
the action because of this sexual
separatism, and others who participated
with ambivalence or dismay, feeling that
the sexual division is not only a mis
guided way of addressing an issue that
cuts across sexual identity, but may also
be counter-productive just when survival
itself may depend on the most concerted
possible efforts to effect peace.
T h e

FOLDING JAPANESE PAPER CRANES TO BE GIVEN TO BOEING
EMPLOYEES

There were bus loads from both Corvallis
and Portland, Oregon, and individuals
from other states and Canada.
Also in attendance were two unmarked
helicopters, which, according to Kent
police, were security hired by Boeing.
The remarkably supportive relationship
the Peace Camp enjoys with the Kent
police department involves something of
a trade-off. Working closely with them
lessens the likelihood that the local au
thorities will seek to oust the Camp. It
also assures that any pressure the camp
might exert on Boeing policy or commu
nity awareness will be relatively limited.
Recently, in violation of the Camp con
sensus to avoid civil disobedience, five
women took matters into their own hands
by illegally entering the plant with the
help of state-of-the-art Young Casual
wear and fascimile Boeing ID’s. Once in
side, they spread out, handing state
ments to the workers and urging them to
choose not to work on the cruise missile.
The walk-in effectively heightened visibil
ity for the Camp’s message, and will con
tinue to do so as the women go to court
December 5th. As legal defense they in
tend to cite international law, the Nurem
berg Obligation, and self-defense.

cutting light of news camera

crews moved about the circle of nearly
40 women who sang together before
dawn on Monday, October 24th, to begin
the anticipated day of protest at Boeing.
These initial arrivals had assembled next
to service shelters set up on a strip of
public land between the Green River and
the plant. Following the ceremonial vigil,
the women moved off to circuit the long
perimeter of the plant in small groups,
which they would continue to do until re
gathering with later arrivals at a noontime
rally.
One of the first to begin was Jaqueline,
a nun from the Nichihonzan Myohoji
Buddhist temple on Bainbridge Island.
From her ozuto or monk’s satchel she
drew a taiko, a fan-like drum which is
struck with a slim wooden paddle. Beat
ing the taiko before her and chanting, she
set off at the brisk clip she would main
tain the entire day.
Other walkers trailed into the semi
darkness, candles still glowing in protec
tive dixie cups; Boeing’s main buildings
slouching toward Mt. Rainier in the bare
rim of light on the horizon. Lingering at
the various gates, women handed out
Japanese paper cranes emblematic of
peace to drivers turning into the plant to
begin their day’s work. Some employees
rolled down their car windows to accept
the cranes; others ignored the offerings,
staring instead at the road.
About 1000 women showed up, ulti
mately, to participate in the encirclement.

A

"MISSILE AMERICA CONTEST" AT THE BOEING RALLY

The Nuremberg Principles
Nuremberg contained certain principles which placed responsibility upon indi
viduals to refrain from committing an act which violated the principles o f interna
tional law, even though commanded by their country to do it. So all of a sudden
we have a principle adopted which says you have to interpose your estimate of
the conduct, and not simply obey. That came out of the excesses o f the Nazi
regime.
It came out of the fact . . . that the death trains went by — nobody looked,
nobody saw. It came out of the fact that there was a tremendous silence, and that
the assembly line of death, destruction, and dehumanization in Nazi Germany was
furthered by many and protested by few. So there was the recognition that you
could not commit an act illegal under international law even if commanded by
your government.
Now that we are in a different time, how does one treat the Nuremberg Principles
when the Nuremberg Principles do not expressly say that you have a duty to stop
your government? They only say that complicity is a crime, and complicity is a
participation in any act which furthers an illegal act. If you have knowledge that
something is happening, and you do something to further i t — that was fundamen
tally the concern of the Nuremberg Principles.
Mary Kaufman

W t the noon rally a Missile America
Contest took place, at which Peace
staged a surprise win against the seduc
tive charms of such buxom beauties as
the Neutron Bomb and the Trident Sub
marine — and of course the local favor
ite, the Cruise. A Filipino, a black, a les
bian and an American Indian spoke by
turns, their presence a sharp contrast to
the ethnic non-diversity of the listeners.
By about 2:00, when the now-sizable
gathering of women moved to begin the
encirclement, it had begun to rain. The
gathering was coached to split in half,
each group pacing itself single-file in
order to walk in opposite directions
around the plant in the longest lines pos
sible. Eventually the heads of the two
lines met at the southeast corner of the
plant, the tails extending to near the
northeast and southwest corners, re
spectively. In this way the line of women
extended almost completely along two
sides of the building. They had been en
couraged to visualize all of the women
they represented who were not present;
and, holding hands in the now-steady
downpour, they sang and chanted to
gether. Over each extension of women a
huge puppet had been appointed to pres
ide as aspects of the work ahead to stop
nuclear weapons buildup: spectral,
white-faced Fear clinging to its pole to
the east; and Hope looking southward
over the staunch heads of the hopeful. ■

W IT H

P R E S E N C E

Cheryl Reed
342-5068: wkdys. 345-0942: wknds., eves.
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E U G E N E

N O W YOU HAVE AN
' HOMEGROWN'
TUESDAY TO SATURDAY 10 TO 6
SUNDAY 12 TO 5

MEATS

• low fat chemical free meats
• homemade nitrate free sausages
• open daily in Eugene at 4th & Blair
in the Red Barn

345-3997
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SATURDAY MARKET

UNDER COVER!

Christmas Market in the Park
8 Days until 8 p.m .—Dec. 3-10
Located in the b eautiful
Park Blocks. 8th and O ak Streets, D o w n to w n Eugene

NEWS ■JAZZ • BLUES
FOLK - CLASSICS
NATIONAL PUBLIC RADIO

GREAT BURGERS!
OMELETTES!
AND MORE!

M Th 7-6,
Fri til 9
Sat 8-6
Sun 9-5

JTambunjer

downstairs
in Eugene’s

5 th S t. P u b lic M a r k e t

683-8196

“Cinema — the white man's opium. ”
Marcel L ’Herbier

...A Magical Place
A fine selection of books on personal & spiritual
growth, psychology, healing, the occult. Records &
tapes of music for meditation and relaxation.
Unique in Eugene.

Records — Tapes — Posters — Cards — Incense
Monday-Saturday 10-6 • 790 E. 11th, Eugene 97401 • 485-4848
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Cinema 7 • Celebrating 10 years of entertaining Eugene

^ / Y a n c y 's ■Brought J o You
YOGURT
COTTAGE CHEESE
KEFIR
ANd

MW

NANCY’S brings you LIVE Lactobacillus
Acidophilus in everything we make. L.
Acidophilus is one of the oldest digestion
assisting bacteria native to humans, but
it is often killed by-antibiotics, alcohol and
stress. Without healthy intestinal flora, we
become more susceptible to disease
causing organisms and digestive prob
lems. You can re-implant yourself
TODAY with NANCY's products...all with
approximately one billion organisms per
gram of LIVING Acidophilus.

SOUR CREAM
ANd

A v A iU b le IN youR

RENNET I ESS

CREAM CHEESE

I O C A I N A TU R A I Food
OR qROCERy STORE

tyringfieId ^reamery ^nc.

RAinW
CACTU/
175 PLAPL/T • WIXOPEGOn (505)485-8155
“Flowers of Distinction”
Eugene’s largest selection of flowers from around the world
Flowering and foliage plants
Bonsai
Contemporary vases

------------------------

2 4 8 2 N.W. MARSHALL ST.
Fresh flowers
Lovely breakfast • Good books
PORTLAND, OREGON • 97210

AN O ’S-GUEST-HOUSE

A non-profit educational foundat
raising and providing seed since
A $4.00 annual subscription ($5 US in
Canada) brings:
- yearly catalog o f over 500 types of
seeds including many home-grown.
- quarterly newsletter.
- annual booklist w/many subjects.
O r send $l for more information.
PO.Box 7 72, Port Townsend, W A 98368
(206) 3 8 5 -5 6 6 0
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WHAT IS STRENGTH IN THE NUCLEAR AGE?
U.S. Representative from Oakland, CA, Ronald V. Dellums, a former contributor to
the CSQ, has just completed a book, DEFENSE SENSE The Search For A Rational
Military Policy. It offers a glimmer of hope and intelligence on the long-discouraging
military front. Since assuming office, Dellums has been a thorn in the side of the Penta
gon. A member of the House Armed Services Committee, he last year conducted a
series o f hearings to determine the costs and consequences of a greatly reduced military
budget. Richard J. Barnet was one of 40 expert witnesses to appear, and his testimony,
which became a chapter in the book, is printed below.
The upshot o f those hearings was an unprecedented decision by the powerful House
Rules Committee to designate the Dellums’ alternative budget the “official substitute" for
the Pentagon’s budget request. His proposal would have reduced the Pentagon’s budget
authority by more than $50 billion in the first year alone. In Dellums’ words, the proposal
“set the stage for continued cuts in nuclear and conventional weapon systems and in
personnel, while establishing oversight controls for waste, fraud and abuse. Within three
years, such cuts and controls could reduce the annual federal deficit by more than 60
percent, without any lessening o f America’s national security.” Though def eted, the
proposal was treated seriously by the Pentagon, and Dellums vows to continue updating
it each year “until the madness o f the arms race is halted and then reversed.”
DEFENSE SENSE has just been published by Ballinger Publishing Company (in
paperback) and is DEDICATED TO THE MEMORY OF THE LATE REV. MARTIN
LUTHER KING JR. AND TO ALL OUR CHILDREN —
IN THE EFFORT TO FULFILL OUR DREAMS AND TO GIVE THEM A BETTER AND
MORE PEACEFUL WORLD.

I he danger o f
nuclear war in the
1980s is awesome.
Not only are inherently more dangerous
weapons being built — vulnerable mis
siles with built-in pressures to “use them
or lose them” — but nuclear weapons are
being inevitably drawn into life-and-death
struggles around the world. The first Cold
War, we can see in retrospect, was a re
latively peaceful affair. Despite the cos
mic ideological issues over which the
United States and the Soviets occasion
ally threatened to blow up the world, the
half-dozen men or so in Russia and
America with a finger on the button never
had any compelling reason to push it.
The perceived need to avoid nuclear war
was greater than either side’s concern

over the outcome of any particular con
frontation.
The list of flashpoints for nuclear war
is a long one — a statesman on the order
of Idi Amin or some other despot with a
ravaged brain; terrorist groups, with or
without a cause; sophisticated criminals
engaged in private enterprise blackmail.
All have plausible reasons to acquire, or
to make the world believe they have ac
quired, nuclear weapons and the will to
use them. The materials and technology
for creating nuclear weapons are ever
more widely available.
These developments greatly increase
the likelihood of new U.S.-Soviet con
frontations. In future confrontations we
cannot always count on the Soviets’
backing down; their record of restraint in
a crisis (even those they provoke) is a
reflection of their relative military weak
ness in the past. Having achieved rough
parity with the United States in military

power, their national security managers
are now much more likely to think as their
U.S. counterparts think: “We can’t afford
to back down and be exposed as a pitiful,
helpless giant.” Thus, the happy accident
that the world has survived the first years
of the nuclear era is unimpressive evi
dence that we can avoid nuclear war in
the coming era, for world power relation
ships are changing faster than we can
comprehend and the arms race has be
come an entirely new game. The impend
ing new stage of the military competition
is likely to make the world of the 1970s
look in retrospect like a Quaker village.
It is evident that, in the present political
climate, “zero nuclear weapons” is
merely a rhetorical goal, whether the
rhetorician is the President of the United
States or a spokesperson of the peace
movement. With the spread of nuclear
weapons and nuclear technology the call
for physical abolition of all nuclear
weapons — without regard for the politi
cal, moral, and psychological changes
that must accompany radical disarma
ment — merely heightens anxiety and
breeds cynicism.
To avoid an utterly catastrophic
holocaust more than 95 percent of pres
ent stockpiles would have to be de
stroyed. Since we have long passed the
point at which putting the weapons phys
ically out of reach would make us much
safer, most people have lost sight of what
disarmament is supposed to achieve.
Because we cannot visualize an alterna
tive road to security except through
stockpiling arms, we focus on the risks of
disarmament rather than the advan
tages. Even the most minimal arms
agreements involve the issue of transfer
ring trust — from weapons we do not un
derstand and cannot see but believe in,
to shadowy foreign leaders whom we
have been taught to distrust. Since the
purposes of disarmament are unclear
and the implications uncertain, most
people prefer to stay with the world we
know or think we know than to enter a
world in which we put our trust in the san

ity and decency of people rather than in
the power of machines.
There has been no disarmament be
cause the assumptions of the arms race
have been almost universally accepted.
Most people, including most people who
favor disarmament, accept the premise,
that more weapons mean more security,
that alternative systems of security not
based on making hostages of hundreds
of millions of people are utopian, and that
the survival of the United States as a
sovereign actor in the world justifies
mass murder, poisoning of the earth, and
hideous mutation of the human species.
We do not seem to be able to generate
the moral passion to rid the world of arms
because we ourselves are psychologic
ally dependent upon them.
The standard nightmare for our na
tional security strategy is a Soviet attack
of Soviet blackmail. If we fall short of the
magic number of nuclear weapons, it is
argued, Kremlin leaders may think that
they would suffer “only” 10 million or 20
million or 50 million casualties if they
push the button; they may then conclude
that running the world with the United
States out of the way would be worth it.
There is nothing in Soviet behavior,
history or ideology to suggest that the
model of the Soviet leader waiting by the
button until the computer predicts an “ac
ceptable” casualty level is anything but a
convenient fantasy to support an unend
ing arms race. It is*said that it is a harm
less fantasy, a kind of insurance policy
against Armageddon. But, unlike an in
surance policy, the arms race directly af
fects the risk. By preparing for an im
plausible war we make other scenarios
for nuclear wars — by accident and mis
calculation — far more probable.
We have erected an elaborate system
of war prevention — people in sub
marines are submerged for months wait
ing for the world to destroy 300 cities or
more with the touch of a button; banks of
computers are expected to behave sig
nificantly better in communicating critical
information than those that produce the
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By Richard J. Barnet
billing foul-ups in department stores; cool
rational leaders are expected to make
the most agonizing decisions in a crisis,
without information or sleep. Anyone who
ponders this system can understand why
growing numbers of scientists state flatly
that if the arms race continues nuclear
war is now inevitable.
What is a practical alternative for the
1980s to a national security strategy
based on escalating the arms race?
Arms limitation agreements can create a
positive political climate in which it be
comes possible to move toward an alter
native security system — but only if cer
tain requirements are met. The first re
quirement is that the agreement makes
both sides feel more secure. Since partial
limitations on nuclear weapons may ap
pear to favor one side or the other, as
the opponents of Salt II have alleged, the
more comprehensive the limitations the
more stable the agreement. Second, the
new arms relationship should have clear
economic payoffs for both sides. Third,
the principle of “rough equivalence”
should be extended not only to numbers
and characteristics of weapons systems
but to other aspects of the military re
lationship, including the right to acquire
bases and to threaten the homeland of
either power from such bases. Fourth,
the explicit purpose of the agreement
should be to remove ambiguities about
intentions.
The more that these agreements re
quire significant internal changes in both
societies, the better reassurance they
provide. Clear political commitment in the
direction of demilitarization is not easy to
reverse and thus offers the most reliable
indication of national intentions. A sub
stantially emptier parking lot at the Pen
tagon or at the Ministry of Defense in
Moscow and the conversion of defense
plants provide better indices of national
intentions than satellite photos of missile
silos, as important as they are. If Soviet
consumer production began getting the
priority attention now available only to the
Soviet military-industrial complex and

Revue •

their tanks began to look as dowdy as
their hotel elevators, one could reasona
bly conclude that something important
had happened. A serious program of
conversion would require the leaders of
both sides to confront powerful interests
with a bureaucratic and ideological com
mitment to the arms race. That itself
would be impressive evidence of a turn
toward peace.
The single most important measure to
ward fulfilling the four criteria I have pro
posed would be a mutually agreed-upon
moratorium on the testing and deploy
ment of all bombers, missiles, and war
heads. Such a moratorium would be veri
fiable by existing intelligence capabilities
on both sides. During that period, the sig
natories would undertake to negotiate a
formula for making deep cuts in their
strategic nuclear arsenals along the lines
recently proposed by George F. Kennan.
The mutual moratorium, not unlike that
which preceded the negotiation of the at
mospheric test ban, would enable the
negotiators to keep ahead of technologi
cal developments and would create a
much more favorable climate for the
ratification of long-term agreements.

Carrera

The greatest perceived threats are not
the weapons already built, although they
are more than adequate to destroy both
societies, but the weapons about to be
built. New weapons systems convey
threatening intentions. However, a freeze
on all new nuclear weapons systems
would clearly indicate that both sides in
deed intend to stop the arms race.
If the United States is to reverse the
decline in its power and security, we
must recognize that the uncontrollability
of the arms race is the greatest threat we
face. War is not a national security option
in the nuclear age. If our strategy for war
prevention
fails,
everything
fails.
Whether the survivors number in the mil
lions, or tens of millions, the American
experiment will be over. In thirty minutes
we will have cashed in two hundred
years of history and perhaps put an end
to all history. There is no longer a way to
base U.S. security on the threat of nu
clear war without running enormous risks
of having to fight a nuclear war. No na
tional security objective can be served by
such a war, for it would destroy our coun
try and quite possibly civilization as well.
America and Russia continue to stumble

toward war. The greatest security threat
of all is the fatalistic belief that the war no
one wants cannot be avoided.
The Soviet Union is most likely to com
mit aggression under two circumstances.
The first is when it senses that its own
security is slipping away and makes a
military move, as in Afghanistan, to sta
bilize its shaky domain. The more the
Soviet Union feels its relationship with
the United States is unstable, the more
likely it is to make such a military move.
The second circumstance in which the
U.S.S.R. might well use military power is
when the temptation to do so is over
whelmingly because of the political vul
nerability of the United States. The
United States should therefore build situ
ations of strength, but the source of such
strength is not more military hardware
but strong political relationships. Ironic
ally, the rush to rearm is weakening our
most important relationships — the ties
with the nations of West Europe and
Japan. We need a much clearer defini
tion of the national interest in the Third
World and a much closer collaboration
with the rest of the industrial world on
new rules for developing a just interna
tional economic order. Our failure to pro
ject power stems from excessive spend
ing on behalf of military strategies that
cannot work and insufficient spending on
political and economic strategies that can
work.
We fear the triumph of socialism in
other countries so much that we continu
ally tie the national destiny to doomed
regimes and undermine our own legiti
macy as a force for freedom and democ
racy in the world. It is ironic that, at the
very moment that the Soviet Union has
lost much of its ideological force, the
United States is reviving our ideological
diplomacy. Our decline in power is not a
consequence of our failure to build more
missiles but of our failure to manage our
■
own society.
Richard J. Barnet is co-founder of the Institute
for Policy Studies in Washington, D.C. Matt
Wuerker is a Portland artist living in L.A.
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Large Selection of Greek and Domestic Wines
Excellent Sandwiches at Reasonable Prices
Greek Beer
Featuring Authentic Greek Souvlaki
Greek Imported Foods
Catering Available for Small Parties
1740 E. BURNSIDE
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“JUMP INTO A NEW ADVENTURE”
UNIQUE
NEW & USED
EQUIPMENT
* Mountaineering
* Backpacking
* Ski Touring
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EXCHANGE
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Call 223-8411
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A PORTLAND JAZZ CLUB
PIZZA
OUR THICK-CRUST, SICILIAN-STYLE
PIZZA HAS BEEN MET WITH RAVE
REVIEWS SINCE WE INTRODUCED IT
A FEW WEEKS AGO.
WE ARE PROUD TO OFFER THIS
UNIQUE PIZZA TO PORTLAND. TRY IT
SOON TO SEE JUST HOW GOOD PIZZA
CAN BE.

1204 SE Clay St.
235-7831
Food service until: 12:30 pm weekdays
1:30 weekends

LIVE JAZZ
FRIDAY and SATURDAY

PSU Film Committee Presents:
CURRENTS IN SOVIET CINEMA
Jan. 7 -

Feb. 25
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Jennifer Guske

Represented by the Augen Gallery, Portland

/
(503)220-0435
•
•
Fine Print: For a Limited Time Only! A $15 Membership Guarantees You the Key to Life. Join Us. Northwest Artists Workshop
•
522 N.W. 12th
Portland, Oregon 97209
Upcoming Events: Erik Derkatsch & Jeremy Kassen Performance: "The Uncertainty Principle” Dec. 10/Doodle Art Show: Dec. 15-Jan. 11/August Encalada: Jan. 19-Feb. 7/Erotic Art Show: Feb. 14-Mar. 7
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PORTLAND CENTER FOR THE VISUAL ARTS
SINCE 1972

Portland Center for the Visual Arts has been introducing outstanding contemporary
artists to the N orthw est. . . new ideas in painting, jazz, theatre, new music, performance art,
sculpture, installations, dance, drawing, special events . . .

JEREMY GILBERT-ROLFE
EXHIBITION: December 8, 1983 through
January 15, 1984

JOHN CAGE
EXHIBITION: December 8, 1983 through
January 15, 1984
PERFORMANCE: December 13, 1983

TRISHA BROWN DANCE COMPANY
PERFORMANCE: February 28, 1984

GALLERY HOURS: TUESDAY THROUGH SUNDAY, NOON TO FIVE
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Christmas Show
fin d s fro m our last winter's stay
in Tatzcuaro, fiichoacanj Mexico!
COPPER & POTTERY
PINEAPPLE POTS
LACQUER TRAYS, CHESTS, DISHES

A GREAT SELECTION OF
MASKS, PAPER CUTOUTS,
EMBROIDERIES, TOYS,
NATIVITY SCENES,
BARK PAINTINGS
BARBARA McLARTY (right), D irector o f Im a g e G a lle ry
a n d MARTINA CURL (left)
d urin g a n e xhibition o f ALBERT & ARTHUR RUNQUIST

The Image. Qatfery shows a rich mixture o f exhibitions. In 19 8 3 we had. the
pleasure o f showing the drawings o f B iff P ly m p to n and the w ood engravings
o f social commentator T h o m a s N a s t. In 1 9 8 4 special exhibits include
paintings by the (ate A lb e r t 81 A r th u r R u n q u i s t , and new worlds by
Jack M cL arty. d ie tailor our program to presentations other dealers cannot or
do not show, often mirroring our travels and personal taste.

4017 SW MORRISON • ROOM 3 07

• PORTLAND

HOURS 12 to 5 TUES • SAT

f o r a fe stiv e Christmas experience, v is it f h e Image Qatfery between now and (December 2 4 th.
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than 200 years of isolation were ended,
J
N
and she was thrust into a world in the midst of
industrialization and war. The traditional ukiyo-e art of Japanese
printmaking was greatly influenced by this sudden exposure to the
West. The artists readily adopted new techniques and subject matter,
and their fresh view of the world dramatically changed the art of
Japan. Don’t miss this landmark traveling exhibition

IMAGES OF A CHANGING WORLD
K i MB

JAPANESE PRINTS OF THE 20TH CENTURY

PORTLAND ART MUSEUM

NOVEMBER 30 - JANUARY 8

Organized and circulated by the Portland A rt Museum,
sponsored by Mitsubishi and supported by the National
Endowment for the A rts. Additional support has been
provided by the Contem porary A rt Council and the Asian
A rt Council of the Portland A rt Association.
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THE

GRIP
By Barry Johnson

N o w among the tantalizing fragments of New Wave there is a new political
music. The Clash named it: Combat Rock. It’s darker, more apocalyptic, rawer
and meaner than what has come before it. Its condemnation is complete. It
borders on anarchism and brushes against nihilism. It’s informed by the Third
World and packs a technological wallop from the First: moody synthesizers,
insistent tom toms, deafening guitars and vocals in the vernacular, loaded with
accents and inflections and phrases we hear in everyday language. For a skir
mish with Combat Rock in Portland, the front line is a band called The Grip.
The Grip are six exiles from the Sixties
whose politics and musical tastes have
stewed down into a concentrated icono
clasm. The khaki of those war years is

back. The Grip are older than most rock
bands, less indebted to the pop sensi
bility, and at this point are unaffected by
the star making machinery. They are

dark, intense and, well, adult. The band
is rough around the edges because for
its members life has been a little rough
around the edges.
The first song by The Grip that caught
my attention was “ Blood and Oil ” Its
lyrics by Portland poet iSteven Tyler,
“ Blood and Oil” is very sexy, undulating
and exotic. But what really gives the song
punch is the vocal by keyboardist and

Grip
co-founder
Denis
Chericone.
Chericone, an ex-Green Beret in Viet
nam, explores every sinuous curve of
“ Blood and O il,” investing it with irony
and the necessary lust.
“ Oh, god, such a craving in my soul.
An endless lust for blood and oil.
Hunger always calling on the phone.
No time to answer, got to feed my Jones.
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Don’t you try to cut off my supply.
If anyone does, then everyone dies.
I drink it. I rub it on my thighs.
I’m so hot for those Arab guys.”

for several years, leaving behind the
Chopin and Ravel and Rachmaninoff
he’d grown up on. Finally eight years ago
he started playing again, but it wasn’t the
same. “ Vietnam cracked open the darker
side of American culture for me.”
The band has come together from
every part of the land. Co-founder Karen
Brooks (rhythm guitar) started playing
piano as a child in St. Louis, and picked
up the guitar 12 years ago. She is best
known locally for her restaurant column
in Fresh Weekly. Bassist John Wind
walker started playing drums at age six
on Block Island, Rhode Island, from
which his father played in big bands on
the East Coast. He has years of experi
ence playing bass across the entire
spectrum of styles. And drummer Clay
Woodward started out playing country
and western in Enterprise, Oregon. He
wanted to be a rock drummer, “ but there
was only one band in Enterprise and they
had a drummer,” so he moved to Port
land.
The rhythm section produces a hyp
notic effect. As Windwalker says, “It’s a
pulse. We’ve got a good pulse. We try
not to do it with volume. You have to do
it so you can hear the instruments.” The
tight rhythms allow Chericone, guitarist
Peter Dammann and vocalist Mira Wilder
to be adventuresome, and their solos
give the band a jazzy feel in the middle

“|"hese musicians are
making a stand with
this band. There will be
no compromises, no
formulas.
Two years ago, when The Grip first
began to assemble, the idea for the
group was clear. “There is a place for
bands that make people get up and
dance," Chericone allows. “We want to
do that to, but we also want to make them
think. We want to take a sentence that
has some meaning in it and have that go
through their heads — not another fuck
ing cliche. You can call it art if it starts
giving you ideas.”
Chericone joined the Army at 19, “out
of a true sense of patriotism.” When he
returned from Vietnam, he didn’t want to
play piano (he had learned at the age of
six). But Vietnam vets couldn’t get work
— “they thought we were closet psycho
paths" — and Chericone kicked around

of those New Wave tom toms.
Mira Wilder will never be mistaken for
Little Leslie Gore, Melanie or Toni Basil.
She grew up in L.A., lived in Israel and
Europe, and came to Portland 8V2 years
ago, “disillusioned with the druggie/hippie scene” of the L.A. music world. Wil
der can be scolding, sneering, provoca
tive and dangerous on stage. The band’s
cover of Marianne Faithfull’s “Why D’ya
Do What You Did?” , a tough, ribald,
scourge-of-love ballad, shows her off to
good effect. And so does the band’s
other “ love” song, “The Motel Song.”
“You’re a five dollar mirror
In a cheap motel.
I look into your eyes,
I see the furniture of hell.”
It’s a revenge song and Wilder has the
long knives out, carving up the objects of
her hatred.
“A mistake of loneliness
I won’t repeat.
I get so hungry,
But you’re such bad meat.”
What does The Grip mean to Wilder?
"I would say that we are a new political
sound for the Eighties. People need to
be shaken up. The coming generation
will know what we mean. The world is a
depressing place for people. They’ve got
a nuclear bomb going off in each of their
souls.”
Lead guitarist Peter Dammann is

another Willamette Week writer. Guitar
has become secondary to the synthe
sizer in most New Wave bands, but Dam
mann is counted on for many of the mus
ical ideas of The Grip. He draws heavily
on a Chicago blues background, and jazz
study with Max Roach, Ron Carter and
the like. He also studied classical music
for six years. Of all the band’s musicians,
Dammann is evolving the most rapidly.
On earlier versions of songs like “ For the
Rulers” (“You haven’t changed at all./Eat
your lies/with the flies of the flies of the
dead.” ), his solos were mainly blues in
spired. More recently, there crop up jazz
surprises and an occasional classical re
ference. “There aren’t any rules with this
stuff,” he says, “ It’s not stylized."
There’s a lot of freedom in The Grip.
Songs take months to develop into their
final form, and there’s give and take in
the process. More importantly, there’s
the sense that these musicians are mak
ing a stand with this band. There will be
no compromises, no formulas, and that
is liberating. “ I don’t care if I’m successful
anymore. I spent time begging,” says
Chericone. “ I’ve got nothing left to lose.”
Happily that marries quite nicely with the
politics of the band: “ Red star burning
bright in the sky./This life of chains is
gonna die.”
■
Barry Johnson is a Portland editor
and writer.
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are so terrified of these people they im
mediately run away. Of course, that at
tracts me. And they were looking so wild
and beautiful Father Trenkenschuh said,
“Here are these people you wanted to go
see, so go with them.”
They agreed to take me and came for
me the next morning. We started out.
There were four canoes, each one with
about ten men. Then we hit this terrible
storm; it really was dreadful; it was so
bad that men in our canoe were thrown
right out because the waves were so
high. I thought, my god, this is going to
be another Michael Rockefeller incident.
Nobody would ever suspect that these
people, with whom I was travelling, who
were the ones presumed to have killed
Michael, would have drowned. That
would be impossible; everyone would
think they had killed me and then run off
to hide.
There was no way to see the shore but
I knew we had to be at least two miles
away. I turned around and saw the two
men who had been thrown out and there
they were standing in the mud. It’s so
shallow at that point on the south coast
of New Guinea that a motor boat has to
go six or seven miles from shore before
it can use the motor. Anyway, it was a
dreadful night — nobody had any sleep.
In the morning the tide went out and
finally the sun came out and we started
and then we got so hot we got dehyd
rated — or I got dehydrated. They didn't
but you could see by the way they were
paddling so languidly that it was getting
warm even for them. And the chief
pointed to a great mound of mud that was
ahead of us. Then all the men from all
the canoes, who were naked at that
point, including me, dove headlong into
the mud and began rolling around. It was
an oozy slime that was fabulous. I under
stood then about women who take mud
packs. I don’t know how sensual that ex
perience is for- them but this rolling
around in the mud was absolutely fantas‘ ic. It is difficult for anyone who has never
done that kind of thing to imagine how
sensual and exciting it can be.
Everyone rolled around and when the
time came to leave we left. Everyone got
up and washed. They were not having

had died or had been killed and he was
more or less “playing the field” with the
younger men. It’s also interesting that they
are of the same age group, these mbai. In
other groups of people where there is
homosexual contact, to a great extent it’s
always an older man and a younger man.
Therefore, it’s so peculiar that among the
Asmat it’s the same age. Of course, they
do have relationships with older men and
younger men but not through fellatio or
sodomy. You must do that with your mbai
only, they told me. How true this is I can
not say, they insisted that you might be
able to have sex with another man but
you cannot swallow his semen.

sex with one another. The experience
was rolling around in the mud. To me it
was a sexual experience.
Do they ever have orgies?
I don’t think they do. The first time I
went to my own village, where I have my
particular friend, I was staying in the
teacher’s house, the catechist. It was still
a very primitive village. All the men were
still naked; none of the women had any
type of western garment; there were no
western garments in the village except
on the teacher. And I went into the men’s
house at night and they did not expect
me. By the light of the embers I could

Do they seem to prefer sex with either
men or women or are they very egalita
rian about that?

All the men from oil
the canoes, who
were naked at that
point, including me,
dove headlong into
the mud and began
rolling around. It
was on oozy slime
that was fabulous.

That’s an impossible question. I don’t
know the answer to that. In the south I
would say they prefer to have sex with
men.
So they do it with their wives kind of
infrequently?
Well, I don’t really know. They are not
really aware of how often they have sex.
No matter how many men I have asked,
how often do you have sex with your wife
and how often do you have sex with your
male friend, they are confused. Ih the first
place, they can’t count. They can count
to three or four but that’s about it.

see that there were pairs of men mastur
bating one another, which they stopped
instantly when they saw this outsider. Of
course, I couldn’t help but get an erec
tion, with all those men looking at me and
me looking at them, even though it was
dark. That’s how I first became involved
with this particular group. And over the
years I would say I have had some kind
of sexual contact with 90% of the men
over fifteen in that village. Of course, the
population is not very high, about two
hundred, the entire population, babies
included.
Do all the men-in your district have
mbai friends?
One hundred percent, except those
whose friends have died and they have
not yet taken another mbai. Although I
did hear of one older man whose friend

$ 2 o f f A n y D in n e r W it h T h is C o u p o n “ "

Doniphan Blair: Would you say they
are sexually satisfied as a rule?
Tobias Schneebaum: Yes . . . that is,
they -have sex with their wives, their
mbai, and sometimes with other women
and perhaps even with other men. That
should satisfy anyone. There are always
problems though, when someone is par
ticularly taken with a man or a woman.
And where on earth is anyone really
satisfied with what he has? In some
groups, not Asmat, they have the
younger boys as well.
At what age does that start?
That can start at age six or seven or
eight, anything like that. They are com
pletely open about that.
Is that done with love?
I think it’s done with affection if not
love. They get along very well.

So that is a big difference with
homosexuals here, in cosmic compari
son with homosexuality as it’s practiced
amongst the primitive people. It seems
to come from a different source.
Well, we are trained to believe it’s
wrong. It seems to them normal, it’s part
of their normal lives for men to have sex
with one another, in certain groups. It’s
not true all over New Guinea. They also
find it necessary to be heterosexual.
They must have children; otherwise the
group can’t go on, so therefore they have
their pleasures there too. It isn’t a purely
biological thing, you aren’t always born
with the traits. Well, there we are, we are
getting into determinism as opposed to
environmentalism. There have been so
many anthropological fights on that very
question . . . I don’t know the answer. But
I do think it’s interesting that their society
can accept all these things. Their society
can develop this theory whereby men,
in order to grow and become men, must
absorb semen, one way or the other.
And also, if I recall what you said cor
rectly, as soon as they become men
through this process of absorbing semen
then they get married and all of a sudden
have to deal with . . .
Women. According to Gerald Herdt, in
his group, it’s a traumatic experience to
have sex with women because they have
been taught all the time while growing up
that the vagina is a horrible thing. That
menstral blood is something to be abso
lutely terrified of, and they are, and they
always continue to be terrified of that.
So how do they reconcile that?
It takes them a while. Their adjustment
takes some time before they become
“heterosexual.” Because in the meantime
they have already grown old enough to
be what we call the active partner in the
male-to-male relationship.
From what you said, they don’t have
really great relations with their wives?
They are separated most of the time
from their wives.
When you watch someone that you
know well, will you see him have as good
a time sitting and laughing with his wife
as with his mbai friend?
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If I have seen it, and I have, it’s be
cause of the influence of the mis
sionaries. They are trying to get the men
and women to have more contact than
they have had in the past. In some vil
lages you even find a man sitting next to
a woman in church. It’s rare but in some
villages you find it.

then what they have. It's only his gods
that make that possible and they feel if
they worship his gods, they too will get
the same thing. Whether the missionary
gives it to them personally or not, it
doesn’t matter.
Their gods are mostly land spirits and
water spirits?

So the missionaries have brought
churches to most of the villages?
Yes, if you call them churches . .. well,
no matter what kind of roof or wall or lack
of a wall . . . it’s still a church.
Now the people don’t really convert to
what we think of as Catholicism?

They are mostly involved in ancestors.
They do have other spirits but it’s the an
cestors who control their lives more than
anything.
Who they remember by name?
Yes. The most recent ancestors, those
who are recently dead. And the death of
ancestors must be avenged. Nobody
dies except through either murder in
warfare, someone has outright killed him,
or through magic. Someone has
performed the magic to kill this person. If
you get sick of malaria and die from it,
someone has performed the magic to
make you get sick of malaria. All deaths
have to be avenged.
By another death?

I don’t think so, but they do. The mis
sionaries do. It’s one thing to be con
verted, it’s another for the people to prac
tice in front of the missionary what he
. preaches. No more Papisj, no more wife
exchange . . . well, practically all the vil
lages continue that. Of course, no one is
even aware of the homosexual element
in Asmat; none of the missionaries are
aware of that.
So they put on a whole charade for the
missionaries?
I asked in several different places, I
would say in 15 different villages. “How
come this still exists? Don’t the mis
sionaries say anything about the
homosexual relations?” And everywhere
they say the same thing; it is forbidden
to mention it to a missionary or to any
outsider. I think I am the only one who
has ever gotten this information.
Why do you think they respect the mis
sionaries so much?
Well, they bring in goods.
It’s sort of bribery?
It isn’t bribery in that sense. They see
that the way of life of the missionary is
better than their own lives, and he has
his own gods. And to them the gods that
the missionaries worship have brought
them that stuff.
So they respect the magic of the mis
sionary?
Yes, they want whatever it is that
brings canned goods, canned sardines.
They are crazy for canned fish, or steel
knives or the tobacco. Anything that the
missionary brings, they feel, is better

By another death. That’s the only way
you can avenge a death. The ancestors
won’t let you alone until those deaths
have been avenged.
They come in dreams?
Well, it’s possible for one to come in
dreams, but they’ll come openly and
stand around and watch you and force you
while you are awake.
Sort of a hallucination?
If that’s what you want to call it. There
are many people who claim to have seen
them. There are all kinds of spirits.
There's one kind of spirit of a living per
son; you might be talking to me in my
house, then you would go into the jungle
and would meet me there. You will think
to yourself, but I just saw him in his house.
If you are clever you will realize that this
is my spirit — it is not really me — and if
you come back to me in the house and
tell me you saw my spirit in the forest,
the real me will instantly die. That's a way
of killing me. Then, of course, the spirits
wander at night; my own goes out of my
body and wanders around. You have to
be very careful because if you try to wake
someone up when his spirit is wandering,
he will die. His spirit won’t have a chance

There are very few dreams in our sense.
I think either they forget them im
mediately or if something important hap
pens they make a big thing out of it. I
often wonder, I have not yet asked the
right questions about it, what they think
about when they are not doing anything.
When they are sitting around carving
paddles or canoes or whatever. Do they
think about revenge? How they are going
to avenge the death of a brother or a
father or a m other. . . I don’t know.
Doniphan Blair: There’s one sort of
slight contradiction that has dawned on
me. When a boy is initiated with a skull
of somebody, you said he goes back as
that person. Now wouldn’t they want to
take revenge on the boy?

/ would be terrified
to walk across
Central Park at two
o'clock in the
morning, whereas
I'm not afraid to
walk across the
jungle at night. The
spirits might get me
but I am not afraid
o f the people.

Tobias Schneebaum: Not on the boy.
On the other people of the village. The
boy actually has not done the killing any
way. But that doesn’t matter. It doesn't
really matter on whom you take revenge
as long as it’s someone from that village
but you cannot take revenge on the per
son who has taken the name of the dead
man. That’s absolutely verboten .. . and
that child, as he grows older, can go into
that other village and become a spy. He
just goes back and forth into that village
as if it were his own. In the first place
there’s no point in killing anyone unless
you know his name, otherwise you can’t
give it to the boy who’s being initiated.
You have to know the name of the per
son you are killing.
So really the killing is all based on
magic. Getting names and transferring of
energy and sort of balancing the heavens
as it were.
Yeah, the cosmos. Of course, they
don’t use those terms.
Do they philosophize at all in their own
way?
I have not been able to find out that
they do. There is no way I have been
able yet to talk about those things.
The language itself?

to go back into his body.
Do they put much emphasis on their
dreams?
They don’t talk about dreams and any
way it’s not dreams, it’s real life to them.

The language itself is very difficult and
there are no verbs for that kind of thing.
You said it’s a fairly egalitarian society
but the important headhunters must have
some sort of respect?
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Yes and also the carvers, good carvers
have almost the respect of great
headhunters. A lm ost. . . not quite.
How do they select their chiefs?
Men who are powerful headhunters
become chiefs, simply by the fact that
they have taken several heads they have
a certain prestige and eventually lead
groups in the village. They often have
several wives.
But there’s no witchdoctor as such?
No. There is magic that’s performed
but it’s not by one person in the village.
Anyone can perform magic, either a man
or a woman. There are certain women
who seem to perform it more than others,
they have some kind of power. They
wouldn’t be called witches. I did try to get
some information on that, but I only got
a little. When someone is sick, they will
make cuts in the body wherever the pain
is. If you have a headache, they will
make cuts on the forehead or tie a piece
of rattan string tightly around the head.
They will make cuts on the chest or the
leg, wherever the pain is. To kill people
you have to have the right kind of leaves.
How do they feel about their children ?
Are they loving and spend a lot of time
with them?
Very. They are wonderful with their
children. Western people would normally
say that they spoil the children.
Both the father and mother?
Both. The father usually takes care of
the very young children. Takes them with
him .. . into the men’s house or wherev
er.
And the children in turn respect their
parents?
Oh yeah.
So they don't discipline their children ?
No. They never beat them or anything
like that. Again, I have to take back the
word never. In Asmat, one learns never
to say the word never.
They must spend a lot of time daily
searching for food?
Nope.
They have a lot of free time?
We would consider it a lot of free time,
yes. The women do all the work. The

women have to get the firewood and do
most of the work on the sago. You see,
one sago tree will give them about three
hundred pounds of sago and that’s
enough — let’s say five or six hours work
— that’s enough to feed a family of six or
seven for three or four weeks. That's
their main diet, 90 percent of the food is
sago, they don’t need anything else.
They don’t understand about vitamins
and that kind of thing. So if they are really
filled up on sago, although they like meat
and they like fish, they don’t really need
it. The women also go out every morning
and every evening for the nets for the fish.
The men primarily hunted for wild ani
mals or birds or dammed the rivers to get
fish. Or went on raids. They had a lot of
free time to sit down and work on their
bows and arrows and carvings, or
canoes. Each made his own canoe and
that takes months.
Were they given to games during this
free time?
Games? You mean adult men?
You know, is there sort of teasing and
gossiping?

The deoth of
ancestors must be
avenged. Nobody
dies except through
either murder in
warfare or through
magic.

very soon, when that may happen, but
the way things are now they are very
quick to become violent. It’s hard to say,
I mean, do I know every person in
Asmat?
What about serious disputes? Do they
have a certain sort of system for resolu
tion?
Murder.
Basically that’s it? They don’t have any
sort o f judiciary system?
No. Each man fights his own battles
and his mbai must help him.
So let’s say, if we were to, in our imag

Oh yes, what is life without gossip?
Gossip is the mainstay of these people.
Really?
Oh heavens. All night long in the men’s
house sometimes.
What are they gossiping about primar
ily?
Oh gossiping about sex, about what’s
going on in the next village. Gossiping or
talking, whichever word you want to use,
about the sago fields or where the fish
are running in what rivers or what is hap
pening in the sea. All that kind of talk. Or
relationships between people, who beat
up his wife last or whose wife beat him
up with a machete and stabbed him with
a human bone dagger.
Sometimes the women do react that
way?
Oh yes. There are some feasts where
the women are allowed to get back at the
men. The men are now allowed to fight
back. The women take their daggers and
stab them and do all kinds of things.
Really, to death?
No, no. That’s a kind of game.
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So they have ritualized tension-release
systems for the oppression that builds up
in their society?
Oh yes, the women adore it and the
men love it too. And they do get
wounded. Quite a lot, and they are very
proud of the scars of their own wives
beating them or doing whatever. I have
been beaten enough times by the
women. They come sometimes with the
snout of the sawtooth fish and whack you
on the back with it, that leaves a couple
of scars.
Now amongst the Asmat are there
some pacifistical types who disdain
headhunting?
No, forget it. There is no such person
to date. There may well come a time,

ination, completely strip away the facade,
the accoutrements of civilization, do you
notice any real change in human charac
ter through the civilizing technique?
Of course, I don’t believe we are
civilized.
It is a part of the culture to kill; there’s
no getting away from that. We also have
that. It’s part of our culture to have a Viet
nam War or whatever. We are trying to
get further ahead than that, but will we
ever do it? Look what we are doing in El
Salvador right now; I don’t see that we
are advancing.
I would be terrified to walk across Cen
tral Park at two o’clock in the morning,
whereas I’m pot afraid to walk across the
jungle at night. The spirits might get me
but I am not afraid of the people.
B
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FHENI WAS SEVEN, LARRY, WHO I’D PROMISEDTO LOVE FOREVER, LEFT FORTEXAS. HIS FAMILY MOVEDOUT OF
’WATERFORD, CONNECTICUT, ANDTHEYTOOKLARRYWITHTHEM. FORALONGTIMEAFTERWARD, WHENEVERLIFEAS
MYPARENTS’CHILDGOTAWFUL, WHENADINNERPLATEMYSTERIOUSLYCHIPPEDORJELLYSULLIEDTHESIDEOFTHE
BREADBOX, AND MY MOTHER BLAMED THESE THINGS ON ME, AND MY FATHER PUNISHED ME (ALL BECAUSE MY
BROTHER, TWOYEARSOLDERANDNOFOOL, REFUSEDTOCONFESS), I’DGOREALQUIETONTHEMALL. I'DVOWIWAS
BOUNDFORTEXAS. WHENI GOTTOTHATSTATE, I’DASKFORLARRY. HE’DTAKEMEIN, ANDLOVEME, FOREVER.

BYCAROLORLOCK
Well, Larry, if you're reading this, forget it. I’m my own mother now. I blame
myself for things bigger than jelly on the
breadbox, and I’m definitely as helpless
as ever. But babe, if you sometimes
, watch out your window a-wondering
where I roam, give it up. You’d best
marry that school teacher (the whole
town’s noticed how she pines after you).
I have found true love.
His name is Bob, Bob Bennett. He is a
drummer, so his nickname is Bongo.
Bongo loves me more than marzipan.
We were meant for each other, as he so
perfectly expressed it seven years ago.
Although I haven’t seen him in the seven
years since, that man will always be the
lace to trim the velvet of my heart. I am
true to him no matter who I happen to be
sleeping with.
He was not riding a snow-white steed.
He was driving a black Lincoln Continen
tal. I was hitchhiking. It swerved to the
curb. I opened the door. He nodded at
me. Then I fell, plummeted, perished into
a seat as sponge-layer sweet as my
grandmama’s lap. Our eyes met. ‘May I
please kiss you?’ leapt up to be said.
Then the little girl, who had not been en
tirely true to Larry, said, “Thanks for stop
ping. Where’re you headed?” to the most
beautiful man she had ever seen.
“Set my sights for Daly City. Stop to
pick up something pretty," said he. “How
about you?”
A smile spread across small perfect
teeth. A bone-china chin jerked, tossing a
curl of dark brown, maybe black, hair
away from a tan forehead. The curl
bounced back. I remembered that he'd
asked a question.
“State. San Francisco State. You go
past the college?”
Another toss to the curl. “We just get
behind the wheels and see how it feels.”
He was lean. He was trim. He was tan
and wiry.
“You go to State. Hey, you must rate.
What’d ya’ study, honey?”
“Writing. Poetry.”
He was a wire, a coil, a spring, a jackin-the-box about to pop.
“Wow!” he exploded. “You make the
words and I make the tunes. We gotta
get together and make music soon.”
His fingers snapped. His chin bebobbled. I heard music. Golden Gate Park
glissandoed past. Sun-spattered leaves
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danced in sexy synq to the jazz jet
stream propelling us.
“Nice sound system,” I said. “What’d
you do?”
“I’m a musician, a drummer. I’ve
played with the best. Here’s my card to
tell you the rest.”
Ivory fingers snapped to a breast poc
ket, came back holding a small white
card. I took it.
“So you dig my sounds. Well, that’s all
right. I fixed eight speakers to put the air
this tight.”
The card told me his name (the Bongo
in parentheses), and the words, DeccaCoral Recording Artist, Hollywood,
California. A photo showed an earlier
Bongo, a dreamy half-profile floating
above a suit and tie.
“Drums. You play bongos, right?”
The picture made him look like an Ev
erly Brother.
“Bongos. Congas. Snare. Kettle.”
I waited for the rhyme. It didn’t come.
“Oh,” I said.
The card’s flip-side packed famous
names into fine print. Ray Charles, Con
nie Francis, Nat (the King in parentheses)
Cole. The card’s owner had hit the lists
with two gold records.
“That number at the top rings my
phone. For you, pretty lady, I will always
be home.”
‘If you’ve got the money, honey . . . ’
sounded trite, even considering.
“Here’s mine.” I ripped out a blank
check, thinking to fill in the amount, ‘Al
ways.’ ‘Tm home a lot. You could call me
too. I mean if you wanted to.” Boy, did I
ever sound dumb.
But I was getting desperate. We were
grooving exquisitely, but we were moving
inevitably along Nineteenth Avenue, ap
proaching the college. Church bells rang
all around us. It was high noon, and I was
riding shotgun to this bombshell of a
man, and couldn’t think of a single thing
to say. ‘Nice sound system’? Already
used. ‘Far-out car’? This dashboard
yawning a mouthful of Day-Glo and
chrome.
“Pretty dress,” said he. “Pretty dress.”
He coughed. “Pretty dress you’re wear
ing. Sure does keep me staring.”
“Thanks,” I said. “You’re looking nice
yourself. On your way to a gig?” There.
I’d gone and used the one musical term
I knew.
“I did my gig and I’m heading home."
“This sure is a nice car. Well, here’s
the college.”
His wrist spun the steering wheel. We
slid to the curb.
“Wow, you really dig my car? I’d give
you a ride, lady, anytime.”

The time had come for me to open the
door. “For sure. This just might be the
finest ride I ever hitched.” And now it was
over. I got out.
“I’m for you, baby. Give you my all.
Don’t keep me waiting now. Give me a
call.”
“You too. Don’t forget. Have a good
day. Bye-bye. Take care.” I slammed the
door to make myself stop it.
Unknown quantities of horsepower ac
celerated, taking him away, back onto
that monstrous anonymous asphalt flat
land. I started walking. Then I heard it,
the ‘beep-beep.’ I turned to sugar. Bongo
had beeped for me.
He honked his horn for me, I told my
self. And he’ll call. He’ll call me, I told my
self. I repeated it over and over like an
advertising jingle, and I was on cloud
nine and rising.
I was not yet in love, of course. Sure, I
crammed to bring my consciousness up
to date about who was who on the hit
parade, and Bongo’s business card did
get a little mealy. I examined it daily for
traces of reality. I sang to it, snapped my
fingers in time to it, set it beside the tele
phone to tempt myself, drove it from my
thoughts just to feel it come crawling
back, but I absolutely was not in love.
Love, true love, still belonged to Larry,
and I did not call.
Not for one whole week.
Then, with fantasies gone flat as dayold soda pop, I picked up the receiver
and dialed from memory.
It rang, twice. His voice answered.
“The hot cat,” it said, “you are calling,” it
was his voice, but tuned tinny by a tape
recording, “roams far from home. Leave
your name and your number and he’ll
truly, surely phone. Begin to speak after
th e .. . ” click.
I’d hung up. He’d know. He’d know it
was me, and he wasn’t the kind of person
who’d call back the kind of coward who’d
hang up on his telephone caddy. Still I
hoped he would. I knew he wouldn’t.
Three days later, when I dialed again,
I’d sworn on a stack of macaroons I’d go
through with it, even if the caddy
answered. It did. I held on all the way
through the beep, and left my true name
and number in a scared, squeaky voice.
I hung up and reached for my consola
tion prize. When the phone rang, my
mouth was already massy with coconut
macaroon.
“Hello?” I gulped.
“Pretty lady! You finally called me.
Well, how do you do? I’d give away a
Grammy to have dinner with you.”
Bingo — it was Bongo, in thirty sec
onds flat. But, huh?

Hesitation, I determined, was the perfecthors d’oeuvre. “I’m afraid I’m busy to
night.”
“How’s later this week? How’s tomor
row night?”
“Let’s see,” I feigned. “That’s Tues
day?”
“Scoobie-doobie-doose-day.”
“Okay. Sounds fine." Waiting out the
pause, I imagined rhymes for eight (late),
nine (fine). He threw me completely with
seven/heaven. We said, see you soon
(macaroon). I hung up and finally swal
lowed the coconut lodged in my throat.
I had lied to Bongo. I had no date. But
I did have a place to be; I had a beach to
walk along. That evening I dreamed my
future ten ways from Tuesday.
Twenty-four hours later, I’d lassoed my
ego, slapped it sober, and was staring
down the muzzle of reality.
I looked at the mirror. I was dressed
and looked vaguely familiar. I looked at
the clock. It said six-fifty-six. I shoved the
ironing board in the bathroom and hoped
he wouldn’t have to use it. The bathroom

or the ironing board either. I heard a
beep-beep and ran to the window in time
to see my old lady neighbor’s Venetian
blinds whip to the top of her window as
she yanked the cord and stared,
shamelessly, at the huge black Lincoln
Continental. Which was parking. In front
of my door. A car door closed. I heard a
scream. I do not recall a great deal of
what happened next.
When I came to, I discovered myself at
a small round table. The table had a
white tablecloth, and across that table
cloth from me, in a suit so shiny it outglowed the candle in the bottle between
us, a man sat. Bongo.
I recognized that I was in a restaurant.
I was chewing something that tasted like
steak and felt as if it had been my mouth
for a long time. The throat below it felt
tight, and in the pit of a stomach, my very
own stomach, somewhere beneath the
fear and the green beans, I found the un
mistakable knowledge that I had to do
something for Bongo, poor Bongo. I had
to do something, quickly, because he

was obviously in even worse shape than
I was.
Across from me, tap-a-tapping a
french fry into the tartar sauce, my date
was also rap-a-rap-a-rap-rap-rapping like
a turntable gone berserk, spinning LPs at
78 speed.
I had to administer psychological first
aid, and fast. I backtracked, trying to fi
gure out how I knew this.
I could recall opening a door to a man
in a shiny suit. I remembered my reflec
tion surfacing on his mirrorous silver
sunglass lenses. Then I was in a car, a
vault whose interior was soft and foggy
as my own senselessness. Bongo was
driving, piloting us southward to ‘make a
pit stop back at the pad.’ All the way to
Daly City, conversation came at the plat
ter-patter pace of a d.j., yet somehow I
knew — this man was in a panic.
His fingers did not tremble. They in
serted the key into his front door. That
key, the door’s unlocking, electronically
triggered the stereo system. By the time
we stood in the living room, the walls
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around us were oozing Miles Davis. That
key also brought the table lamps to a
level slightly brighter than the darkness
of a cocktail lounge. The key activated
the automatic ice crusher on the side of
the refrigerator. I am certain, without a
stopwatch, Bongo had a daiquiri in my
hand within forty-five seconds.
He ducked down the hall to check his
phone caddy. Above Miles’ blues, I heard
the whirr of the tape, the beep, the click.
Urgent voices gave terse messages.
Both paintings above the fireplace de
picted Tahitian-looking women. They had
flowers in their hair and no clothing on.
They were done on black velvet and
glowed in the half-dark. Between them,
like a sort of shrine, two gold records
hung, two discs smaller than the Tahitian
women’s breasts.
The room’s decor cross-fertilized
Swedish-finish flooring, Arabian carpets,
Moroccan leather sofas, Old High Style
German lampstands, and Woolworth’s
lampshades with butterflies on them. Its
total effect, though awful, was immacu
late. It was impeccable, methodical, and,
more than this, closer inspection re
vealed — yes, unmistakably — it had
been labelled. With a Dyno Label Maker.
Someone, probably Bongo, had
punched out letters onto half-inch blue
plastic tape and glued an identification
tag on each object. A fit of efficiency? An
overdose of Dexedrine?
The upper edge of the coffee table said
COFFEE TABLE. The table lighter an
nounced TABLE LIGHTER. The lip of the
ashtray gave away its true name,
ASHTRAY. And below it, labelled
idiosyncratically, was the MAGAZINE
WRACK.
Bongo bounced in the doorway, offering
to refill my daiquiri from the BLENDER
JAR in his hand.
I wanted to ask, ‘Bongo, baby, why is
everything labelled?’ but I sensed this
was far too personal a question for our
first date.
I declined the second drink. Even in my
cotton-candied stupor, I sensed that if
Bongo were planning to come on, it
would happen now. It did not. Instead, I
was steered through the rooms of his
apartment. I got to see the telephone
caddy, and witness its whirrings. I met
my first hot lather shaving machine, and
learned its delicately timed relationship to
the sun lamp. The microwave oven
alerted the cook it had finished its work
by playing a snatch of the Beatles’ song
‘Help!’ from a recorder attached to its
back.
As our tour wound up I got the clear
impression some final item had been
ticked off a hidden agenda.
I smiled, softly. “Shall we go now?"
His beautiful eyes lit, brighter than the
blips on a radio dial. He sang,
Timing is the thing, it’s true
’Cause timing brought me to you.
And we went. To this restaurant where
the maitre d’ welcomed ‘Mista Bennett!”
Bongo offered me anything, on or off the
menu, and bought me a steak. Where he
sat across from me now, rhyming confection/selection. He insisted I must want
dessert.
“No really,” I said, a third time. “I’m full.
Why don’t you have something?”
“No way. Not I. Gotta watch my weight.
Or this beautiful lady’ll never give me a
second date.”
He hadn’t finished his food, but his chin
jerked agreeably when the waiter
reached for his plate.
“Like to go dancing? Shall I take you
for a drink? Tell me truly, gorgeous one,
now what do you think?”
What, I asked myself, would Bongo
like to do? What did this short-circuiting
man need that he didn’t have wired?
Could I unplug him somehow?
“Bongo,” I cupped my chin into my
palm. “Know what I’d like to do?”
“Anything you say, darlin’. With you all
the way, darlin’.”
“I’d really like to go for a walk on the
beach with you.”
He looked peculiar for an instant, then
smiled. His fingers snapped for the
check.
It might work, I persuaded myself, as
we plunged into the Lincoln’s depths. No
one, not an anxious adman, not a jittery
disc jockey, not even a rattled robot,
could walk along a beach, at night, under
an almost-full moon, in the halo of a
sleeping city — no one could stand that
and not unwind. It was only natural.
We rode. I dreamed. Bongo snapped
open the glove compartment and fum
bled through cassettes. I dreamed, ‘I
can’t give you anything b u t. .. but what,
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WHENI CAMETO, I DISCOVEREDMYSELFATASMALLROUNDTABLE.
ANDACROSSFROMME, INASUITSOSHINYITOUT-GLOWEDTHE
CANDLEINTHEBOTTLEBETWEENUS, AMANSAT. BONGO.
Bongo baby?’ Anything but moonlight.
Anything but a peaceful walk, anything
but a please-slow-down-Bongo-baby.
But I can give you that, and two gold re
cords cannot buy it.
“Ellington’s just the man, for our walk
along the sand,” said he.
The tape tucked into the player. A sup
ple stream of music carried us toward the
city’s edge. The music swelled, like per
fume filling the air. We parked below Daly
City.
“Soul-soothing beach,” Bongo said,
pushing a button to open every car win
dow. Ellington’s lush brass carried above
the surf. “First cut by Decca. Years ago.
Runs four five four.”
“Four five four?”
“Playing time. Each piece has a time.
Never changes. Just like yours and
mine.”
“Oh. Playing time.”
“And I’m thinking our time might just be
forever.”
I smiled. We were working our way
down the beach, staggering our pace
since Bongo was clearly unaccustomed
to bopping across sand. The moon’s light
swirled a satin ribbon into the waves. Its
glow scattered diamonds through the
sand in each place we stepped. Ellington
was perfect. Bongo had been right. This
beach was right. Possibly, this man, just
possibly, this moment of my life, these
dunes like cushions around us, huge and
smooth as ancient bones, possibly it
could become perfect.
“You like the Ellington?”
“I do, Bongo. It’s beautiful.”
“And so are you.”
And so was he, the sheen highlighting
his high cheekbones. Bongo bopped
more gently. We walked, each of our
steps edging nearer to balance, to sync,
until, just when we almost had it, Bongo
jerked. He stood stock-still, staring back
at the car. And I had nearly leapt out of
my skin.
We heard a horrible bleating. A gash
cut the surf, the music. The moon bled.
“My short-wave calling. Answering ser
vice man.” He ran.
By the time I got there, Bongo was
hanging up a small walkie-talkie headset
under the car’s dashboard.

“Signal’s from my stockbroker. Gotta
place a call.”
I got in. The car started. We swerved
onto Highway One, spattering sand. The
beach, the moon, the moment, shrank to
nothing behind us. When the cassette
clicked to a stop, and the radio came
back on, Bongo’s fingers started snap
ping. I gave up.
As we pulled into a gas station so he
could call New York, I was thinking about
Larry. Would Bongo loan me plane fare
to Texas?
A few yards away, my d^te jitterbugged inside the telephone booth, hung up,
and made a face at me througti the
plexiglass before he stepped back out
onto the pavement.
He turned a tricky step, got in, and
slugged the key into the ignition. He
looked at me. I continued staring out to
ward Texas.
My gaze must have been registering
on the Coke machine.
“Wanna canna pop?”
“What? No, thanks,” I said.
“Baby, oh baby, you make me feel so
alive. How’s about if you and me just
drive?”
“Sure,” I said.
We veered back onto Highway One.
Possibly due to the moon, rising softly
above my right shoulder, I found the
strength to make one more try. “Your first
name’s Bob, isn’t it? Could I call you
that?”
His chin took a tuck. He sang,
See when they ask for Bongo
They want action on the set
’Cause when they ask for Bongo
They know just what they’re
gonna get.
The ditty tumbled out like he’d said it •
many times. He paused. “But I guess I
wouldn’t mind Bob. Not if your pretty lips
said it.”
“No,” I heard myself saying. “I think I’ll
call you Bongo.” Because I finally under
stood. His smile confirmed it. I settled
deeper into my seat.
“Wow, that music’s fine,” I said.
Even in the dark, I knew that, ever so
slightly, his hands were loosening their
pinched hold on the steering wheel. He
glanced over at me, just to be sure, and
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then he looked to his left, scanning the
highway and the city and the ocean, like
an airline pilot might check out a cloud
bank. Just exactly the way I’d imagined
Larry watching a tumbleweed roll over
the dunes.
Because we were impeccable. We
were finally, truly, in sync. He was
BONGO. I was GIRLFRIEND. He was
driving. I sat beside .him, lost in his plea
sure-vault, his car. We were gliding
southward with the moon over the ocean
to the right of us, then we took a turn-off,
found the highway again, and we were
sliding northward, the beaches passing
at precisely fifty miles per hour at our left
and then another turn, another tape,
another intro and south again. Our talk
turned and returned, a tape loop, back
upon itself.
We were meant for each other, he was
saying, I was so groovy, so beautiful. I
was lowering my gaze, looking shy, and
whispering, “Wow.” Because I was beau
tiful; in that one moment of my life, I
existed completely in the eye of my be
holder, as in the eye of a hurricane. I was
doing what was right, for this time, this
place, this man. It was a love. Just by
being there I filled his need.
We talked about his music, about my
school. He guessed I read a lot of books,
and I said, “Oh, some," which cued him to
say I was everything he’d ever looked for
in a woman. Then he said we were
meant for each other.
It made me feel warm on all the interior
surfaces, even when he said it, for
maybe the twenty-fifth time, as he
pecked a good night kiss on my
forehead. We stood at my door. He
added that, “We could be all the world to
each other.” I smiled, a smile so tiny, tight
and shy it made my cheeks ache.
I took that glow inside with me. There
was no question of inviting him in. I took
our love to sleep with me and woke up
still feeling it the following morning. Its
warmth is still with me now. I am hanging
onto that, as I am hanging onto the gift
which Bongo sent to apologize for our
never getting together again.
Of course we tried,- but for all our
phone calls, the double and triple check
ing of dates and doings on both our
calendars, we never managed it. Yet the
very day I was catching a jet that would
take me away from Bongo for these
seven years and probably longer, I found
a handmade greeting card in my mailbox.
On various occasions, most of them
lonesome winter evenings, I have
counted between four and nine different
handwritings, in different colors of ink, on
that construction paper card. Most of the
glitter has been worn from the surface,
but the cartoon of a wacky, buzzed-out,
cross-eyed little character is still visible.
The cartoon’s balloon says, WHY DON’T
I HEAR FROM YOU? WRITE, PHONE
OR CABLE. . . . It is printed on blue plas
tic tape. Then when the card opens there
is a picture of that same kooky-looking
idiot, but now he is lying down on what
looks like a shrink’s couch. Lines have
appeared around his poppy eyes, and he
is frowning. The caption continues, BE
FORE I BECOME EMOTIONALLY UN
STABLE, with two thick, black exclama
tion points.
“Never forget me and you’ll never lose
me,” one scrawl says. The one below,
which is nearly illegible, I like to read as
“Have a beautiful trip(s)!” “Intimate
friends are hard to come by — ” has a
p.s., in parentheses, “(forever, huh?).”
There are other messages, but I like
Bongo’s poem best of all. He typed it on
pink paper.
You ask me who I am? Yet anyone
can see
I’m just the shell of a man I used
to be.
They say I’m trying to kill myself,
living like I do;
Yet if I stopped being myself,
as with death, I would be thru.
The blue plastic tape has lost all its
glue, but I treasure that dumb card. It is
absolute evidence that somewhere there
is a man named Bob, Bob Bennett. He is
a drummer, and he is just as helpless as
I am. When he was younger, a woman
who he’d promised to love forever left
town. But that’s cool too, because if she
ever has to, if she ever throws in the cry
ing towel for keeps, she will come and
she will find him.
(And, p.s. to Bongo baby, if you’re
reading this — forever, huh?)
Carol Orlock is a Seattle writer who has
appeared in Ms. and Calyx. Fay Jones is a
Seattle artist and purveyor of fine spirits.
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“JEANNE DIELMAN

i s - t o put it
baldly—a great movie and one which
in film circles, at least, hardly
languishes in obscurity.
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Materials that create harmony in
your personal environment
promote harmony in the earth's
environment, as well. Get a
good night's sleep on a
buckwheat hull pillow that
supports your neck and relieves
body tension. Northwest Futon ,
Company, a natural.

Spend one-third o f your life
surrounded by nature and your
dreams w ill be sweeter. Our
futon is portable, versatile, and,
like everything else w e sell,
affordable. Northwest Futon
Company a sleeper.
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400 SW 2nd, Portland
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